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HUSTLER Magazine Presents the 


HUSTLER HOTLINES 


HUSTLER now provides the hottest FREE PHONE SEX* ever. From raunchy 
nymphomaniacs to passionate lesbian lovers, HUSTLER Honey centerfolds 
have talents you won’t believe, and they’re waiting to turn you on. Call now! - 


(213)976-1616 (415) 976-1616 
(213) 976-8989 (415) 976-8989 
(215) 976-9191 (916) 976-1616 
(301) 976-1616 


*You must be over 18 years old. This call will cost you 55¢ when calling from the same area code. Additional toll charges may apply for calls outside 


the area code. (Other cities coming soon.) 


HEAVY METAL: 

Thanks for Lonn M. Friend's article 
Rock's Outer Limits: The Loud and 'Lude 
World of Heavy Metal (April '85). Yes, in- 
deed, if it doesn’t make you feel like 
fuckin’, it’s no good! 

I'm a born-again head-banger a long 
way from my teen years, which were in 
the °50s. Fats Domino and Elvis were 
never like this! Friend didn’t mention the 
group that first got me hooked, and I'd 
like to put in a good word for them. 
They're not American, but they've been 
around awhile and still have the raunchi- 
est, hardest sound anywhere. They’re 
AC/DC!!! 

Iron Maiden’s another exciting group. 
IT haven't found many others my age who 
dig this good shit, but it doesn’t keep me 
from turning up the sound real loud. 
And I've been to some great concerts. 
Not too many head-bangers there with 
gray hair. These concerts are wild and 
100% rebellious! Fantastic! In closing, 
your rag’s the best . . . and keep on head- 
bangin’! —Jim Buchanan 

Address Withheld by Request 


I'd like to say that Rock's Outer Limits: The 
Loud and 'Lude World of Heavy Metal was 
super. Even though I’m not a metal fan 
(I'm more of a ‘60s acid-rock type), the 
author deserves a Rainbow Bar applause 
for a very entertaining article. 

However, I do have one bitch-the ab- 
sence of Chrissie Hynde of the Pretend- 
ers. Except for her latest album, she is the 
queen of rebellion and self-expression, 
which are the main ingredients of rock 
‘n' roll. Don't forget that without Miss 
Hynde, there would be no Wendy O. Wil- 
liams (the poorest representative of the 
female population I’ve ever seen), Lita 
Ford (totally burnt) and Joan Jett (on a 
scale of | to 10 she’s a fucking — 5). 

Robert P. Brelsford Jr. 
Trenton, New Jersey 
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MANILA SEXCESS: 
Iam appalled, disturbed and angered by 
your outrageous article Manila: Sodom of 
the Pacific (January ’85). Only a truly sick 
and dirty mind can derive pleasure from 
reading such a piece of literary garbage. 
There have been instances in the past 
when the Filipino people and nation have 
been subjected to erratic and convoluted 
reporting by five-day “instant experts” 
on Philippine doings, but your reporter 
John Dodge really takes the cake. He has 
strung together a chain of half-truths and 
false reports and embellished them with 
his devilish experiences to make Manila 
appear like the city of wickedness and no- 
toriety of biblical days. His claim that Ma- 
nila is sexually wide-open for men and 
women and that there is no cheaper place 
in all of Asia for a wild, no-holds-barred 
sex extravaganza betrays his naiveté and 


Chrystal: Pleasure Cruise 


ignorance. One does not have to go half 
way around the world to realize that the 
sex shenanigans Mr. Dodge mentioned 
happen in practically all parts of the 
world, even in America. 

What is truly dubious is writer Dodge’s 
attempt to weave a tale of sexual promis- 
cuity at the very top of Philippine society 
by dragging in the names of President 
and Mrs, Marcos, and eyen their daugh- 
ter Imee-apparently in an effort to draw 
readership to his manufactured pornog- 
raphy. I will not even venture to guess 
what sinister places and to what lengths 
Mr. Dodge went to get his false reports. I 
will say, however, that these can only 
come from polluted minds. 

I realize that it is useless even to write 
you on how we Filipinos abhor the mali- 
cious Dodge article on Manila, because | 
know that you won't even care to publish 
this rebuttal, We Filipinos by now have 
realized that we should simply ignore 
your lies because it is futile to reason with 
people who do not even know the differ- 
ence between the truth and a lie. 

—Danilo §. Bacalzo 

Vice Consul 

Philippine Consulate 
Los Angeles, California 


We stand by our report. Manila is a fun place. 


John Dodge's report Manila: Sodom of the 
Pacific made the Philippines look like a 
total world of shit. All of his accounts are 
true. However, when was the last time he 
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was in San Francisco, Los Angeles or 
New York? Any city in the States or in the 
world, for that matter, will offer things 
that people desire. In an impoverished 
country like the Philippines they just 
seem more abundant. Look around and 
compare Manila to any large American 
city. Then think about who showed them 
that other people’s kinks can be turned 
into a profitable business. Only the price 
is different. —D. B. 

Jacksonville, North Carolina 


WALLY GEORGE: 

I just got my issue of HUSTLER with 
Wally George as Asshole of the Month 
(March '85). If anyone deserves the title, 
it’s Wally George. At one time I’d watch 
him for laughs, but he’d make me so mad 
that my TV would become covered with 
spit! Soon televisions across America will 
be covered with saliva because there is 
talk of syndicating his show. hn 


Long Beach, California 


ARDENT ADMIRERS: 
I like your magazine. However, you, 
carry Flynt, are by far the sickest asshole 
in the world. You ought to have your 
head examined. You probably don’t have 
enough balls to print this, But if you do, I 
bet this letter will bring a smile to millions 
of faces. 

Cool out, man, You're not God. Hell, 


you're not even in the same class as a 
fucking dirtball. Man, that’s so low, you 
could suck an earthworm’s dick. You 
probably would, as long as you could cut 
it off, stick it up a baby’s asshole and 
make a nickel out of it. I hope you print 
this. I want your readers to know what a 
maggot you really are. -Bill S. 

Texarkana, Texas 


st of all, let me say that your sexy girls 
are gorgeous! Second of all, let me say 
that your cartoons do nothing but en- 
courage deranged thinking in weak- 
hinged individuals. Third, it makes me 
sick to see great men like Jimmy Swaggart 
and Jerry Falwell degraded in your maga- 
zine. I happen to like them both! They 
stand for truth, 

Fourth, some people are trying to sep- 
arate God and State, not Church and 
State! Fifth, your criticizing of the Presi- 
dent sounds Russian. Try publishing 
HUSTLER over there, Larry. Sixth, I like 
to read Feedback, especially when readers 
are cursing you, Larry. —M. D.M. 
Louisville, Kentucky 


SOUR KRAU 
Let me start off by saying that your maga- 
zine is definitely one of the best-if not 
the best. I really enjoy the articles and 
“pink,” and I’m sure many other readers 
do too. 


There’s one thing that really pisses me 
off though-your discriminating, tasteless 
cartoons about Hitler. He was a member 
of the supreme race, and it’s obvious that 
you know nothing about that. I’m a Ger- 
man and am damned proud of it. 

The Jews are fucking scumbags who 
are not worthy of a place on Earth. They 
even went so low as to kill God’s Son. If I 
had my way, I’d finish the task that Hitler 
started. The United States was an asshole 
for teaming up on him. 

I bet you don't have the balls to print 
this. I'll buy your magazine only for a 
short time unless I see my letter in 
Feedback. —Frank R. 

Oneida, New York 


Since we've printed your letter, Frank, we 
hope you'll go out and buy copies for all of 
your friends. 


BEAVER HUNT: 
Beaver Hunt is absolutely tremendous. As 
a matter of fact, I'd like to have the job 
(on a volunteer basis, of course!) of sift- 
ing through the entries to select the ones 
to be published. If anything, you should 
expand the section to seven or eight 
pages. Your February '85 entries contain 
some really nice photos, particularly 
Rhonda from Riverside, ifornia, and 
Kelley from East Granby, Connecticut, 
whose fantasy (having “thousands of men 
getting themselves off all over the 
pages”) was granted-by me! 

—Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


Beaver Hunt is one of the main reasons I 
buy your magazine. I really get off on all 
those different ladies showing what they 
have between their legs. Tina from Laur- 
inburg, North Carolina, was really great 
(February '85). I like to see women stick- 
ing things in their pussies. How about 
doing a layout of a girl with a big dildo? 
And one more thing: I hope you plan on 
keeping the bulletin board for a back- 

ground; the tile floor is pretty bad. 
Finally, a comment on the spotlight 
technique used by photographer Matti 
Klatt in your photo-feature Lucille: Slow 
and Easy (February '85). Shining bright 
lights on the model’s pussy is very fake- 
looking. I’m tired of it. —M. J. 
Rockford, Illinois 


HAIRY: 
The last time I saw a model with body hair 
in your magazine was in March '78. How 
much longer will I have to wait to see an- 
other one? We all know that there are 
women who don’t shave but are shy 
about exposing it-or that magazine edi- 
tors decide not to show them in their 
publications. Most editors think that ex- 
(continued on page 12) 
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n award-winning humorist and graduate of Brown 
University, Jeffrey Lantos delights in pointing 
out just how perverse society can get at times, 
A part-time standup comic and full-time writer, he has 
been published in Cosmopolitan, American Film, the 
Los Angeles Times and the Chicago Literary Review. 
He jumped at the opportunity to elaborate on the peo- 
ple, places and things he can't stand. 
* ok Ok 

I wish I could avoid television commercials 
asking 18-year-olds to enlist in our Armed 
‘orces. They make me gag. All that “Be all 
that you can be... see the world in today’s 
rmy” stuff, Talk about hogwash, Talk about 
deception. Talk about preying on the minds of 
poor, uneducated adolescents. The Madison 
Avenue phonies who write these messages 
should be yanked out of their cushy New York 
offices and sent to Parris Island or Fort Bragg 
for a few days. Let them be all that they can be. 
ke away their gabardines and give them some 
foul-smelling fatigues. Take away their blow dryers 
and give them a burr-head. Throw them in with a 
bunch of sadistic, gap-toothed, beady-eyed, Jew-hating 
blowhards and run them through a mine field. 

They claim you can learn electronics in the Army. What 
they don’t say is you might have to crawl through two miles of 
pigshit and disembowel a few bean pickers. They claim you can 
learn about computers in the Army. They don't say you'll hit the 
beach at Grenada and be ordered to waste a few lifeguards as well. 

The truth is, the Army is not about travel. The Army is not about 
gadgetry. It’s nota place to grow. It’s about death and destruction, 
The Army is about dying. If you are 18 years old and you want to be 
all that you can be, join anything but today's Arm 

er ee 

I had lunch last week with a woman who turns me on, As we left 
the restaurant, she pecked me on the cheek and said, “Can we just 
be friends?” I can’t stand women like this. I have enough friends. I 
don’t need more friends. What I need is a naked woman steaming 
up my shower and lathering her tits with soap-on-a-rope. Some 
people don’t seem to understand that our survival depends on men 
and women getting naked and rutting. God didn’t take a rib from 
Adam to create someone you could meet for coffee 

There's another kind of woman I can’t stand: the gorgeous ones 
who drive $35,000 convertibles. Now, the only reason most of 
these ladies have $35,000 automobiles is because they’re beautiful 
and they put out for rich men. It’s my feeling that to be gorgeous is 
reward enough. When I see a 29-year-old Venus behind the wheel 
of'a450 SL, I want to leap up ona table and quote Marx. I want to 
relive the worst excesses of the French Revolution. I want to humil- 
iate these women and dribble on their pedicures. In the fairest of 
worlds the lissome blondes would drive subcompacts, and the 
homely girls would benefit from German engineering. For to be 
ugly is unfortunate, But to be ugly in a Ford Pinto is to know not 
one mile of joy. 


* * 

The other morning I walked into a restaurant and looked at the 
laminated menu. Underneath breakfast choices it said, “Farm 
Fresh, Ranch-Style Eggs.” Who are they kidding? Farm-fresh?! 
There isn'ta farm within 50 miles of that place. Ranch-style?! What 
does that mean? We know that the eggs in this joint-and all the 
others-are from some poor scrawny chicken that’s cooped up in an 
airless metal barn north of Atlanta with 10,000 other scrawny 
chickens that walk around in each others’ shit and whose beaks 
have to be clipped so they don’t peck each other to death, It’s called 
animal farming. These chickens never see the sun. If you put one of 
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them out on a farm, it would keel over from too much oxygen. 
.* * 

People with phones in their cars are too much. What are they try 
ing to prove? We've lived for eons without car phones, and now all 
of a sudden a guy can’t wait ten minutes to make a call, Talk about 
type-A personalities, These are type-Asshole personalities. What 
gets me is that they all look so serious when they're talking on their 
car phones-like they just got news about a recent Supreme Court 
ruling, In fact, most of them are talking to their bookies or their 
mistresses, or they're making racquetball appointments 

ne 

Recently I went into a public bathroom where air freshener had 
been sprayed. I don’t know why they call it that, since it doesn’t 
freshen the air. It pollutes it-with things like dimethyl benzyl ammo- 
nium chloride and other noxious substances companies like Union 
Carbide make. I for one would rather smell what humans leave be- 
hind than what Union Carbide leaves behind. We've seen what they 
left in Bhopal, India. They're not to be trusted. Neither is Warren 
Anderson, the firm's president. He should be held personally re- 
sponsible for the deaths of 2,000 people. Why is he free to walk the 
streets? He should be doing ten to 20 in Leavenworth, If we can't get 
the guy for criminal negligence, let’s just get him. Let’s lay him down 
ona 2” X 4” and pluck his pubic hairs with tweezers. Anything. 

.* # 

I had the misfortune to eat at a nouvelle-cuisine restaurant last 
night, and later I was rushed to an Emergi-Center. This is a kind of 
halfway house between pain and the intensive-care unit, Lately 
these places have been popping up like fungi in a soggy meadow. 

The care offered in an Emergi-Center is the medical equivalent 
of fast food, It’s McDoctor’s. It’s Doc-in-a-Box, And it’s dreadful. 
Shifty doctors after a fast buck-who are these guys anyway? Wh 
aren’t they working in real emergency rooms? They must be hiding 
something. We should flush them out and go through their pock- 
ets. I’m sure we'd find incriminating ticket stubs and bogus pass 
ports, These joints should be closed down and turned into Mrs 
Fields Cookies shops. Now there's one thing I can stand. 


Photo by Neil Ziozower 


y now everyone’s come to expect bi- 
zarre statements from that kooky Ger- 
man singer Nina Hagen, but when asked 
why she remade the 1970 hit “Spirit in 
the Sky” for her new LP, In Ecstasy, she 
explained that she had “boyfriends in 
space.” High-flying Hagen states that 
“when I travel the astral plane, I meet 
male entities who are so beautiful and 
who love me so much that we have sex in 


space.” What's it like to make it with an 
extraterrestri 


? According to Nina, “It’s 
like having sex with God.” Wow! 


jan too much Krishna consciousness 
screw up your sex life? Take the case of 
ex-Beatle George Harrison: His first 
wife, Pattie, left him for his best friend, 
Eric Clapton. Now inside sources inform 
us that while en route to Hawaii, Harri- 
son was overheard confessing to a 
shocked listener that his second wife, 
Olivia, had thrown him over for another 
girl! Maybe the meditating mop-top 
spends too much time studying his man- 
tra and not enough on his mattress. 


he threat of jail time for Vince Neil 
may loom overhead, but champion glam- 
rock shagheads Motley Crue aren’t tak- 
ing it sitting down. Rumors that these 
raunch 'n’ rollers were looking for a new 
lead singer were quickly dispelled when 
they recently entered a recording studio 
to cut some hot black vinyl. Listeners 
four blocks away were able to tell us that 
their new blues-influenced tunes still 
have the razor-sharp Crue edge! 


Photo by Neil Ziozower 


titish techno-pop rockers Tears for 
Fears aren't the first to explore primal- 
scream therapy with their music. John 
Lennon and Yoko Ono used it on their 
first album. But unlike the shrieks and 
screams on Plastic Ono Band, the angst- 
ridden vocals on Songs From the Big Chair— 
the latest LP from Tears—provide the per- 
fect antithesis for the album's soaring 
melodies and lush, danceable rhythms. 
“Our childhood wasn't right,” says lead vo- 
calist and bassist Curt Smith. “That’s why 
our views on primal theory come out.” 


Always the ladies’ man, Van Halen's David Lee Roth 
is riding the solo waves with “California Girls.” 


hat's it take to get into Madonna's 
pants? According to her new single, “Ma- 
terial Girl,” all you need is a little hard- 
earned cash. “Only boys that save their 
pennies,” she declares, “make my rainy 
day.” That being the case, we can under- 
stand why the floor-rolling chanteuse has 
the hots for film heartthrob Sean Penn. 
With his share of the profits from the 
highly successful Fast Times at Ridgemont 
High, Racing With the Moon and The Fal- 
con and the Snowman, Penn would seem to 
fit the sexy siren’s requirements nicely. 
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tan elaborate photo-session in Japan 
recently, Swedish guitar sensation Yng- 
wie (pronounced Ing-vay) Malmsteen 
and his new band, Rising Force, treated 
adoring fans to a startling display of 
flesh. Slightly loopy from their flight into 
the country (and very drunk), the young 
metal-masters opened their pants, 
whipped out their wangs and performed 
a heartfelt rendition of the dancing-sau- 
sage two-step. Unfortunately, the only 
photographer on hand must have been 
gay because he spent all his time drooling 
instead of taking pictures. 


is fans call Yngwie Malmsteen “God,” 
and some people refer to him as the next 
rock messiah. But Ron Keel, founder 
and lead singer for the Gene Simmons- 
produced heavy-metal group Keel, has 
slightly more derogatory terms for the 
Scandinavian supernova. “Yngwie’s a 
penis with fingers,” says Keel. “He used 
me to get to Ame: ” Before Malm- 
steen became a member of Alcatraz, it 
seems, he was in Keel’s old band, Steeler. 
“T brought him over from Sweden,” ex- 
plains Ron, “but when he got here, I 
found he had something weird on his 
shoulders that wasn't his head. I immedi- 
ately started auditioning other guitar 
players.” Ron assures us, however, that 
there’s no hard feelings. “There’s no ani- 
mosity now. We shake hands and say 
hello, but he’s still a penis with fingers.” 


ap kings Grandmaster Melle Mel and 
the Furious Five have invited a veritable 
who's who of porn stars to appear in the 
upcoming video for their hit single “White 
Lines.” Big-dicked Ron Jeremy, Veronica 
Hart, Sharon Mitchell, Samantha Fox, 
Susaye London, Marlene Willoughby, 
Tiffany Clark and many others will pe 
form the anticocaine story told in the 
song. We hope this daring step will start a 
new-and sexy-trend in rock videos. 


heech Marin and Tommy Chong are 
recording their first album since 1978, 
What's it going to be called? “We don’t 
know yet, but we're leaning towards Pur- 
ple Rain,” says Cheech. The LP-which 
centers around music, musicians and 
their ridiculous lifestyles-will include six 
musical compositions as well as hi- 
larious dialogues. The upcoming video 
for this rock absurdity will be “shot either 
in Tangiers or East L.A.” 


or fans of Quiet Riot’s ass-kicking bass 
player, Rudy Sarzo, we have some bad 
news and some good news. The bad news 
is that Rudy just quit the band, citing 
“personal and professional differences.” 
The good news is that Rudy's teaming up 
with Ozzy Osbourne’s old drummer, 
Tommy Aldridge, to form an as-yet- 
unnamed metal ensemble. Judging from 
their level of talent, this new group of mu- 
sical misfits is destined for success. . 
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f someone asks Ozzy Osbourne how he 
received that vicious wound on his arm, 
he may claim that he got it during some 
dangerous onstage performance. But we 
know the truth is somewhat more domes- 
tic. Ozzy, after having sworn off alcohol 
for several months, reportedly got abso- 
lutely shitfaced one night from a single 
cocktail and passed out. His wife, Shar- 
on, obviously tired of the bat-biter’s 
drunken antics, angrily jabbed a handy 
fork into his shoulder in desperation. But 
Osbourne-too wasted to scream in pain— 


just got up and went back to his drink. 


The satanic singer better stay off the 
juice, or he just might end up as a ham- 
burger to go. 


inger John Anderson joined fellow 
country-and-western megastars includ- 
ing Jerry Reed and the Oak Ridge Boys 
in supporting the “Adopt an Eagle” pro- 
gram. John’s donating his new single, 
“Fly, Eagle, Fly” to a two-record collec- 
tion of hits, the proceeds of which will go 
to a foundation devoted to keeping our 
national symbol airborne. The soulful 
songwriter has even gone so far as to per- 
sonally adopt one of the glorious birds. 


FEEDBACK 
(continued from page 8) 


cessive hair on the female body is un- 
sightly and should be airbrushed or hid- 
den, There are quite a few of us hairy- 
women lovers. So how about some photo- 
spreads featuring extra-hairy women? 

I'm not knocking people who adore 
shaved pussies. They can have their fanta- 
sy. But why do they knock hairy women, 
calling them apes and monkeys? 

Virtually every other fantasy, fetish 
and fixation is depicted in American 
men’s magazines. They show big tits, little 
tits, shaved pussies, milk squirters, inter- 
racial couples, lesbos, anal sex, oral sex, 
oiled bodies, mud wrestling, bondage 
and the like. I think my fantasy is a rela- 
tively mild one. All I want to see is some 
hairy armpits, legs, etc. 

—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


I've been buying and enjoying HUSTLER- 
the No. 1 men’s magazine—for years. My 
biggest turn-on is women with very hairy 
cunts! I’m bewildered why you don’t run 
photo-layouts of sexy models with thick, 
thick bushes and with hair running down 
their thighs all the way to their ankles. 
When I fantasize about banging such 
hairy cunts, I come with the gusto of a 
hound dog. Such mind-blowing models 


would definitely increase your sales. So 
how about it, guys? Let’s have a special 
photo-spread of a very hairy dame. That 
would be real jerkoff material! -J.C. 

Tiptonville, Tennessee 


Good news. We've got a hairy girl... and a 
bear coming next month. (For a sneak pre- 
view, see page 21.) 


CHRYSTAL: 
I don’t have much time to write. I’ve got 
to get back to my April ’85 issue so I can 
drool over that fabulous photo-feature 
Chrystal: Pleasure Cruise. At long last 
you've run photographs of a girl who 
looks like she really wants to fuck .. . and 
fuck ... and fuck. My dick’s harder than 
a fountain pen. Gotta run. -E. R.B. 
Tarzana, California 


LORETTA: 

I just purchased your March °85 issue, 
and I have to tell you that I think Loretta: 
Legal at Last is the sexiest HUSTLER 
Honey you've ever had, She's great!!! On 
a scale of 1 to 10, Loretta easily scores a 
99 (to the tenth power). 

Perhaps part of my infatuation with 
her is that she is nearly my age, but God, 
she’s so beautiful too! Cheerleaders have 
always been my fetish, and when I read 
that Loretta was the captain of a cheer- 
leading squad . . . the earth trembled. 


GRAFFILTHY 


Upon this john do sit 
ne all Deer of wit 


THANX ANd $50 TO TOME K SIMI VALLEY, CA 


I'm currently serving in the Navy, and 
I'm about to go to sea for the first time. 
I'd give anything for a letter from Loretta 
to take with me. It would mean the world 
to me to have a letter that I could put with 
her picture and dream about what a hot 
night we could have if she gave me the 
chance. Please ask her if she’d answer my 
letter. And one last thing: Tell her she has 
great eyes and great legs and great... . 

—D. W. 
Jacksonville, Florida 


Hey, sailor, thanks for the compliments. 
Loretta 


DRUG WARNING: 
In your March "85 issue you said an awful 
lot with just eight words (“Blow Your 
Brains Out—Drugs Are for Losers”) and 
that haunting picture. I took the page out 
of the magazine, put it ina chrome frame 
and will hang it in my daughter's room 
(age 18). Not that she’s on drugs. I don’t 
think she’s that stupid, and I trust her 
100%. I’m putting it there because I love 
her, and I think it’s better than always 
talking about drugs. =f, 
Irvington, New York 


ANIMAL EXPERIMENTATION: 

I can't believe that you didn't get any pro- 
animal-research mail with respect to The 
Horror of Animal Experimentation (Novem- 
ber °84). If animal research might save 
the life of a severely burned child or help 
that kid heal a little faster or with a little 
less pain, then cut the vocal chords of a 
thousand more pigs and burn their 
asses. 

It’s the pain of another human being 
who's had his or her body crushed in an 
auto accident that concerns me, not how 
many monkeys are slammed up against 
walls. A dumb animal is a dumb animal; 
they were put on this Earth to serve 
man. 

It's possible that an animal researcher 
somewhere developed some of the proce- 
dures that saved the life of HUSTLER'’s 
Larry Flynt when he had his guts blown 
out in 1978. It’s not a job that I'd like to 
have; neither is yours, but somebody has 
to do it. 

I say bravo to the men and women who 
devote their lives to reducing the pain 
and agony of their fellow human beings. 

—Steve Austin 
Parlier, California 


Got a comment, suggestion or complaint? We want 
to hear it. Send your letters (preferably typed or 
neatly handwritten) to Feedback, 
HUSTLER Magazine, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, 
Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. 
Include a telephone number if you 
want your letter considered for 
publication. 


OFFICE SERVICES: 

I work for the telephone company as a 
phone installer; so I spend a great deal 
of time under secretaries’ desks. Conse- 
quently, I've been seeing a lot of inten- 
tional and accidental beaver-shots on the 
job. It's surprising how a virginal, lady- 
like pose can disappear under the secrecy 
of a closed-in desk. It seems like once I 
get in front of their chairs, those perfect- 
ly groomed women who once so primly 
crossed their legs become laid-back lov- 
ers of ventilation. They spread their 
thighs, raise their skirts and expose their 
pretty panties to the open air. I've begun 
to wonder if it’s me. 

Recently I had a job installing inter- 
coms in a large office in a major hotel. 
The secretary there was one of those 
ladies who give the come-on with their 
eyes but lower their lashes demurely once 
they sense the blood pumping through 
your tool. 

For two days I was down on the floor 
on my hands and knees under her desk, 
shifting cables, She didn’t seem to want 
to give me the time of day, but I’m sure 
she could tell I was getting hotter by the 
minute. By the third day I was ready to 
lick her shoes. 

That afternoon this luscious black- 
haired beauty-Lila was her name—was 
wearing a pink-satin blouse and a gray 
wraparound skirt. We were alone in the 
office as 1 prowled around under her 
desk. While I worked, I looked up at her 
and thought I saw an amused smile play 
across her face. 

Then I crouched back underneath, 
and the sight that awaited me was incredi- 
ble, Lila had leaned back in her chair, and 
her legs were slightly spread. She wore no 
underwear, and her triangle, completely 
exposed, was as smooth as a baby’s butt. I 
glanced up quickly and saw that the look 
in her eyes was more than inviting; so I 
went to work, 

Leisurely, I let my hands travel up her 
creamy thighs under her skirt until my 
fingertips just brushed the smooth, warm 
outer lips. I pressed my nose to her cunt 
and inhaled her warm, musky scent. 
Slowly, I pushed a finger inside her cleft 
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and found she was already wet. I heard a 
soft moan come from the chair above. 
She leaned back farther in her seat. I low- 
ered my head into her lap and began lick- 
ing to my heart's content. As my tongue 
darted in and out, her magnificent hole 
acquired a life of its own and seemed to 
be pulling my tongue deep inside. Add to 
this the excitement of possibly being dis- 
covered at any time, and both of us were 
nearly going crazy. 

Lila’s panting and wild moans were 


getting louder. Her hips left the chair en- 
tirely, and her hands shoved my head far- 
ther and farther inside her box. When 
she finally came, I buried my tongue 
deeper and probed for every drop of her 
sweet love juices. Suddenly, though, a 
door slammed in the room, and her knees 
banged together. I heard her talking to 
someone; so I went back to installing the 
intercom, I finished a few minutes later 
and emerged to find that her boss was in 
the office watching her type something. 
“That'll be all,” 1 said. “Everything 
should work now.” 

She looked at her boss, then back at 
me, “Is there a number I can call if have 
any problem with the equipment?” she 
asked calmly. 


I smiled and grabbed a notepad from 
her desk. I scribbled down my name and 
number, and left, That night we enjoyed 
the first of many hot dates. And who says 
working for the phone company can’t be 
fun? —Mike P. 

West Fork, Arkansas 


POKER GAME: 

Every month my husband, Frank, plays 
poker with a group of his buddies. Last 
time the game was at our house. I helped 
him set up the card table and drinks in 
the den, then I retired to our bedroom at 
the other end of the house for a solitary 
evening in front of the television set. 
Though I shut the doors in the hallway, I 
could faintly hear the men laughing and 
talking as they drank and lost money to 
each other. 

Eventually I undressed and fell asleep. 
I woke up suddenly, though, with the 
strange feeling that something was crawl- 
ing up my leg. After blinking a few times 
to get accustomed to the light, | found 
that the sheets had been stripped off of 
me, and I was lying completely nude on 
the bed. A few more blinks and I realized 
my husband and two of his friends were 
in the room with me. 

Frank had two fingers up my cunt, 
which was surprisingly wet, and one of his 
friends-Gary-was holding a huge hard- 
on in one hand, stroking it as he watched, 
Still half asleep, | wriggled and moaned 
as my husband pumped his thick fingers 
in and out of me, Then I realized they still 
thought I was asleep; so I decided to play 
along with their game. 

I closed my eyes again and began to 
constrict my cunt around my husband's 
hand, “God, Gary,” I heard him exclaim. 
“T told you she was hot, didn't 1? You 
should feel this.” His voice was slurred 
from alcohol, 

I spread my legs farther apart, pre- 
tending to be having a very sexual dream. 
I felt Frank's hand withdraw from my 
pussy, and then someone else’s fingers 
entered and explored my love tunnel. 
“Hey, man, does she always get this wet?” 
I heard Gary ask. 
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“Sure,” my husband replied. “She’s the 
best fuck around.” For some strange rea- 
son their talk was really arousing me. I 
had always fantasized about having more 
than one lover at once, and this way, it 
seemed, I could accomplish just that- 
with no one ever realizing how much I 
was enjoying it. 

“Go ahead,” I heard Frank say. Then I 
felt a thick, hard cock plunge deep into 
my cunt. 

I squirmed and moaned. When Frank's 
familiar dick was placed against my lips, I 
sleepily opened my mouth to receive it. 
Gary’s pumping grew faster and faster as 
I sucked the end of my husband's rod. 
The other guy, I reasoned, must have 
passed out or was still watching. Gary's 
tool was driving me nuts. He pounded 
against me, filling me up. It was all I 
could do to pretend I was still asleep-es- 
pecially when I came. I couldn't help but 
groan loudly 

“Wow,” Gary panted, “this must be 
some dream she’s having... oh... oh!” 
He pulled out and came all over my belly. 
Within a few seconds Frank had taken his 
place inside my cunt. I arched up to meet 
him, my clit still burning from my previ- 
ous orgasm. 

The thought that someone was watch- 
ing me fuck the living daylights out of my 
husband really turned me on. I thrashed 
and squirmed beneath him, forcing my- 
self to keep my eyes closed as I came 
Then I felt Frank's hot, sticky fluid fill me 
up, and suddenly he collapsed on top of 
me, fast asleep. 

In the morning I awoke to find him still 
there, sprawled out on top of me with his 
limp dick pressed between my legs. The 
others were gone, and I couldn't resist 
waking him up and pointing to the hard- 
ening, sticky pool of Gary's cum on my 
stomach, 

“What's this?” I asked. 

“Huh?” he responded, obviously some- 
what hung over. “Oh, that. I dunno. 
Must’ve had a wet dream.” 

“I guess so,” I laughed, knowing the 
“wet dream” had really been mine. 

—Claudia M. 
Orinda, California 


GOING UP: 
I'm an accounts-payable clerk at a 
financial-services company on the 19th 
floor of a high-rise in downtown Los An- 
geles. We're a pretty conservative firm; 
so the biggest scandal that’s ever hap- 
pened to us was when a nude-modeling 
agency moved its offices to the floor 
above us. Every day we were confronted 
in the elevator by scantily clad young 
women discussing the sort of things I 
don’t even talk to my wife about when 
we're alone in bed. 

One afternoon I was on my way back to 


the office from a meeting with a client 
and had to ride up in the elevator alone 
with one of these harlots. She had on a 
short denim skirt and a skimpy, tight- 
fitting blouse that covered only one 
shoulder and showed her navel. I tried to 
keep my gaze on the lighted numbers 
above us as we rode up, but then some- 
thing terrible happened. 

The lights went out briefly in the car, 
and the elevator stopped with a sickening 
thud. Shaking, I looked over to see if she 
had fainted or needed help, but she 
seemed calm. Minutes passed; the only 
sound in the car was this bimbo chomp- 
ing on her chewing gum. I reached over 
to push the emergency call switch, but to 
my horror, she placed her hand over 
mine, stopping me. 

“Ya know,” she said, 
about elevators.” 

I shuddered. 

“I find you very attractive,” she contin- 
ued, staring at my zipper. “Would you 
like me to blow you?” 

Sweat was coursing down my brow, 
Again I reached for the emergen 
switch. This time she pushed me back 
against the wall. Then she unzipped my 
gray-wool trousers and took out my 
penis. I decided to let her go ahead, fig- 
uring she might do me even worse harm 
if I tried to stop her. 

She knelt down, took my tool into her 
mouth and covered it with saliva. I closed 
my eyes and tried to think about my wife, 
but instead all I could think of was this 
tart in her miniskirt. My cock stiffened. 
She licked it from top to bottom and 
then, incredibly, took the entire thing all 
the way down her throat, sucking and 
sucking until I let go, spraying her face 
with sperm. 

She wiped it off with the back of her 
hand and straightened up. “Boy,” she 
said, “you must've been real excited. 
How about giving me some head, huh?” 

I zipped up my pants and pretended to 
be getting down on my knees. Instead, I 
flipped the emergency switch, and the el- 
evator began movin; 


“T got this fantasy 


you're a real selfish 
son of a bitch.” 

“You should be ashamed of yoursel 
I replied. 

“Me? I'm not the one who came in five 
seconds,” she laughed. The doors 
opened, and I got out. 

I thought of writing you, since I'm a 
regular reader of HUSTLER-at night 
after my wife goes to sleep. Thank you for 
the opportunity to get this off my chest. 

—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


Send your Hot Letters to HU ER, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 


CA 90067-3054. 
JUNE HUSTLER 
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Potomac Wire 


White House 

Arm Twisting 

and Elvis a 

Would-Be Snitch? 

by Larry Flynt 

You are President Reagan, and you face a 
big problem: There are serious ethical 
questions about your candidate for attor- 
ney general, Edwin Meese III, So what do 


you do? You make it clear that any senator 
who votes against your old friend's nomi- 


The appointment of Attorney General Edwin Meese 
III proves it’s good to have friends in high places. 


nation will be on your shitlist for a long 
time. Which is exactly how Meese limped 
into the office of attorney general a cou- 
ple of months ago, 

A 385-page report prepared by an inde- 
pendent counsel cleared him of any viola- 
tion of federal criminal law despite allega- 
tions of, among other things, failing to 
report an interest-free $15,000 loan, ar- 
ranging federal jobs for men who had 
done him financial favors and receiving 
an Army Reserve promotion he didn't 
deserve. 

The bad odor around Meese was so 
strong, however, that the Reagan team de- 
cided to wait until Ronnie won a landslide 
election before pushing him on the Sen- 
ate. Still, not everyone was impressed. 

“It doesn’t follow that to be unindicta- 
ble for a criminal offense qualifies him to 
be attorney general,” said Senator Paul S. 
Sarbanes (D-Maryland), who voted 
against Meese’s confirmation. 

But White House pressure was so great 


that even some senators who protested the 
nomination knuckled under. They knew 
that if they crossed the President, their 
calls to the White House would go unan- 
swered, And should they want a dam built 
or a naval base retained in their district, 
they couldn't count on the help of the Re- 
publican majority in the Senate. Which is 
why 15 Democrats joined their GOP col- 
leagues to install a mediocre Meese as 
head of the Justice Department. 

Footnote; Maybe in his new job Ed will 
learn to keep his mouth shut about uppe 
level decisions. It was Meese who revealed 
at a dinner party last year that the Penta- 
gon brass was initially reluctant to invade 
Grenada because the military feared a 
backlash of public opinion. Only when 
Reagan assured them he'd take care of 
public opinion did the generals get seri- 
ous about invasion plans. 

ean ie 

If the late Elvis Presley and J. Edgar Hoo- 
ver seem an unlikely duo, well, Hoover 
thought so too. But not Presley. Accord- 
ing to FBI files obtained under the Free- 
dom of Information Act by Washington 
journalist Warren Rogers, the singer al- 
ways wanted to meet the nation’s top cop. 
But Hoover, acting on advice from staff- 
ers who noted Presley’s long hair and “gy- 
rations while performing,” declined. 

Presley finally wrangled a private tour 


Elvis Presley said that he had useful information, 
but the FBI's J. Edgar Hoover wasn't interested, 


of FBI headquarters in 1970, but no meet- 
ing with Hoover. Too bad, because it 
could have been the start of an interesting 
crime-fighting combo. Presley, the bu- 
reau’s memos reveal, said he was often ap- 
proached by people outside the recording 
industry “whose motives and goals he is 
convinced are not in the best interests of 
this country.” And he volunteered to re- 
port such information to the FBI. 
se * 

Speaking of the FBI, the publication of 
Arkady Shevchenko’s book about defect- 
ing from the Soviet Union reveals that the 


Former callgirl Judy Chavex welcomed a “lonely” So- 
viel defector, Arkady Sheuchenko, with open arms. 


callgirl with whom the FBI set him up, 
Judy Chavez, was located in a pretty con- 
ventional manner; by flipping through 
the Yellow Pages and dialing an outcall- 
massage service. 

The image of the FBI and CIA having an 
elite corps of prostitutes available for spe- 
cial situations is false, at least in the 
Sheychenko case. What no one counted 
on, of course, was that Chavez was no 
dumb broad, She took the Russki for 
thousands of dollars (he said he was lonely 
and confused), then told NBC-TV about it 
nd parlayed that into a fat book advance. 

Today both Shevchenko and Chavez are 
married-to other people. He lives in 
Washington; she in New York 


Do you remember former Lowa 
Senator Roger Jepsen, the 
born-again Christian who was 
caught having visited a massage 
parlor in his home state? And ex-Congressman Daniel Crane (R- 
Illinois), who apologized for seducing a female C 


Jepsen 


Well, 


pitol Hill pag 


forgiveness is apparently theirs because the Christian Voice’s “moral” 


scorecard recently 


awarded Jepsen and Cranea 100% rating... Con- 


gressman Romano Mazzoli (D-Kentucky) on his proposal to create a 
National Cheeseburger Week: “Today cheeseburgers are as much a 


part of American tradition as baseball, hot dogs and apple pie.” 


Mazzoli 


(For future Washington Daisy Chain columns, HUSTLER will pay $1,000 for every anonymous tip that appears in 


print. The confidentiality of tip source 


will be stringently protected by HUSTLER.) %@B 
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Someone is always trying to tell 
us what not to do. We're not 
supposed to be so irreverent; 
we're not supposed to expose 
governmental scandals or 
international atrocities; 
and we're NOT supposed 
to reveal so much about hu- © 
man sexuality. But there’s 
only one thing we’re not go- 
ing to do... we're not going | 
to change. That's why you — 
shouldn't miss even one is- 
sue of ee You 
i a we'll 

“' that lets 

ie ose. Subscribe 
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ASSHOLE OF THE MONTH 


Tight-assed and sexually re- 
pressed are two words that can 
casily be applied to the pathet- 
ie scumbags leading the cur- 
rent crusade against pornogra- 
phy. But to describe Dorchen 
Leidholdt, our June Asshole of 
the Month, in those terms 
might be misleading. Although 
Leidholdt certainly qualifies as 
sexually repressed, this pus- 
bloated walking sphincter 
anything but tight. On an all- 
too-regular basis this flapping 
fart-hole discharges the rotting 
feces she passes off as argu- 
ments supporting her un- 
founded belief that pornogra- 
phy causes rape and violence 
against women. HUSTLER has 
exposed these arguments time 
and again as having less weight 
than an Ethiopian on a hunger 
strike, but this reeking rectum 
refuses to accept the truth. 
And no wonder. Anyone who 
believes, as Leidholdt does, that 
sex is humiliating and painful 
clearly is not going to let the 
truth change her mind. 
Another reason: Leidholdt, 
a founding member of Women 
Against Pornography, has fi- 


Dorchen Leidholdt 


nally achieved prominence as a 
spokeswoman for this frustrat- 
ed group of sexual fascists. 
She’s had a long wait for na- 
tional recognition, but now 
that bigger names such as Glo- 
ria Steinem have drifted out of 
the spotlight, Dorchen-like a 
buoyant turd in a toilet-has 
bobbed to the surface to take 
their places. 

Here’s a sample of the bi- 


zarre paranoia that underlies 
the vengeful hysteria of these 
mind-fucked feminists: On a 
recent Cable News Network 
talk show Leidholdt said, “Por- 
nography affects our everyday 
lives to the extent that we can’t 
move about without being 
afraid of an attack or without 
being sexually assaulted.” It’s 
demented thinking like this that 
gives rape victims a bad name. 


To back up this wacko state- 
ment, Leidholdt claims to have 
“an overwhelming body of evi- 
dence that shows that pornog- 
raphy makes all women the po- 
tential or actual victims of 
sexual violence.” This is, of 
course, absolute dogshit. Study 
after study has shown that 
porn either does not cause sex- 
ually aggressive behavior or 
has failed to show that it does. 

Nevertheless, Leidholdt and 
isters” are 
dedicated to the proposition 
that pornography is to blame 
for just about every ill suffered 
by womankind. And these bit- 
ter bungholes intend to cure 
this supposed suffering by 
eliminating, through censor- 
ship, everything they consider 
to be pornographic. Hating 
men, hating sex and hating 
themselves as they do, you can 
be sure their list is a long one. 

We'd like to laugh off this 
Asshole as a harmless fanatic, 
but censorship is no laughing 
matter: Any attack on the First 
Amendment's guarantee of 
freedom of expression is dead- 
ly serious. 


Gender 
Bender 


ook great, don’t they? Be- 
fore you answer, there's a 
catch-the she’s are also 


he's. These bizarre beauties are 
featured in the Hollywood She- 
Male Calendar 1985 from Mike 
Lawson Productions (RO. Box 
346, 18653 Ventura Blvd., Tar- 
zana, CA 91356). They're billed 
as “The World’s Sexiest Trans- 
sexual Superstars.” Make's you 
wonder what any gorgeous babe 
is packing under her skirt. 
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Who Is Beatrice? 


Ss: as if every product advertised on TV these days is owned by the Beatrice 


Corporation. We couldn’t help but wonder, “Who the fuck is this Beatrice?” 

Well, at last we've gotten to the bottom of the mystery-Beatrice is simply the 
company’s cleaning woman, whose natural rhythm with a rubber stamp makes her the 
perfect choice for engineering these takeovers. “Everything gets my seal of approval,” 
she grins. “It don’t say Beatrice until / say it says Beatrice.” 


Have you got some dirty old photos on your hands? Send 
them to “Porn From the Past," HUSTLER, 2029 Centu- 
1y Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067- 
3054. We'll pay $150 for any picture that we use. 
Please enclose a self-addressed, stamped envelope if you 
want your photos returned. 


. . ing beauty is a genuine cutup and surely destined for the big time 

A Swordid Affair Taos we tal Waiver salir wallowing ladies not we Gat 
oug Henning, watch out! This sweet young lovely’s gota _ daring trick at home-at least not with a sword. (Other safer items 
D act that’s bound to take Las Vegas _ by storm. — may come to mind.) One false move, and you could wind up with 


Hey, there's no sad faces here, folks. Our amaz- an unwanted hysterectomy. Get the point? 
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9" Melntyr ASE 8, 

FOR OPERATING A BIG WHEEL WITHOUT 
‘ALICENSE, ILLEGAL POSSESSION OF 
‘CHEWABLE CHOCKS VITAMINS AND. 

[ASSAULT WITH INTENT TO WET THE BED 


A 
Milking an Idea 
utting pictures of missing children on the 
Pp of milk cartons is a smart move, but why 
top there? There are plenty of young punks 
who should be tracked down and punished, and 
“Wanted” posters on moo-juice containers are just 


the way to catch the little bastards. A little vitamin-D 
justice will teach the brats a lesson. 


Lions and Tigers and 


oto, I don't think we're in Kansas anymore.” Poor Dorothy's return to Oz 


Queers-Oh, My! 
has taken an unexpected turn now that she's wandered into The Blue Seare- 


T crow, the favorite hangout of hard-core fags from the haunted forest to the 


Emerald City. It’s the perfect spot to munch a Munchkin or meet a good fairy, but 
Dorothy will be hitting the Yellow Brick Road (now renamed Golden Shower Av 
nue) to get the hell out of town as soon as possible. * 


Cumputer Art 


he future of erotic art may well be in the home com- 
puter-all you have to do is grab your joystick. 
HUSTLER reader and porn programmer Rhonald 


Schlick sent us this masterpiece called “Love Bytes,” which he 
created on a Commodore 64. T 


Oldie but Goodie 


nothing is. So what if Tina Turner's actually 45: 
corsets older than that. “Touched for the very last time.’ 


he’s hot, she’s mod, she's dressed for love, and she’s old enough to be 
your grandmother! If that isn't the formula for 1985 supe: 
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Creepshow 


all this image, if you will, 
Night of the Living Dead 
Meets the Marquis De 


Sade’s Laundromat. Andif you're 
not the least bit shaken by pop 
culturist Stephen Sayadian's 
vision, there’s room for you 
at the end of the corridor with 
the other lobotomy cases. 


Most Tasteless Cartoon 


(a. 


News in Briefs 
‘ould you like to see Hollywood garb? It hasn't hap- 
Wi" Sawyer or Con- pened yet, but the way things 
nie Chung deliver the re going, even Dan Rather may 
tidings in their Frederick's of anews flash for us. 
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Sex News Bils Fina 


Condom Cutback 


Warsaw, Poland-Due toanation- 
wide condom shortage, Polish 
authorities have begun rationing 
rubbers. Males aged 17 to 24 will 
receive eight per month; the 2 
59 age group gets four per 
month, while seniors 60 and over 
get 
month. Though rationing these 
contraceptives will probably not 
affect Poland’s birth rate, water- 
balloon fights are expected to 
fall off drastically. 


only one prophylactic a 


Baring Her Soul? 
Shreveport, LA-A woman found 
praying nude before the altar 


Methodist 
explained her lack of attire by 
saying, “I didn’t want anything 
between me and the Lord.” In- 
cluding her Calvin's 


of a local church 


Military Procurement 
Libreville, Gabon-Trying to rid 
his cities of streetwalkers, the 
president of this West African na- 
tion has ordered security forces 
to round up hookers and turn 
them over to the army as “booty.” 
While enlistment figures are not 
yet available, President Omar 
Bongo’s poon-for-privates pro- 
gram may result in Gabon’s ac- 
quiring the largest army on the 
Dark Continent 


2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054 


Lead Him Not 

Into Temptation 

Lima, Peru-At the request of the 
Roman Catholic Church, the 
legal brothels in this South Amer- 
ican country were closed during 
the Pope’s recent visit. No won- 
der his stay was so brief 


Who’s Sore-y Now? 


San Mateo, CA-Twenty-three- 


year-old Tor 


'y Johnson was sen- 
tenced to 25 years in prison for 
the kidnaping, rape and robbery 
of a San Francisco Bay Area 
woman. Johnson then received 
five additional years for giving 
his victim herpes 


June 1985 


A Superhero’s Secret 

New York, NY—Marvel Comics’ 
Spiderman astonished the world 
when it was disclosed in a special 
supplement issue that he had 
been sexually abused as a child. 
This bizarre revelation by the fa- 
mous comic-book character is in- 
tended to comfort kids who be- 
that there’s something 
wrong with them because they 
were sexually abused. At worst, 
the little tykes may start identify- 
ing with the neurotic web-throw- 
er. At best, Spiderman’s admis- 
sion may finally prompt Snow 
White to tell what really hap- 
pened with those seven dwarfs, 


lieve 


ollege-admission stan- 
dards are tougher than 
ever these days, but what 


red-blooded high-school kid 
wants to bust his balls trying to 
make it in the better schools? 
These handy transfusions give a 


LV. Leaguer 


=— 
guy everything he needs to cut it 


with the upper crust-and still 
leave him time for drinking beer 
and getting laid. At graduation 
the gown will cover those needle 
tracks, assuming he doesn’t go 
out magna cum OD. 


Spot the Bear 


yourselves for a photo-feature 
in the August "85 HUSTLER 
that will present the above well- 


udging from the mail we've 
gotten lately, you readers 
are hair-happy. Demands 
for bushy babes have become 
overwhelming. So, muff-divers 
and hair-pie devotees, prepare 


Photo by Ron Vogel 


forested feline in full spread. 
Now, that 
spirits 


ought to razor 
8 


Contributors 912 27:5150r eek readersubmited 

Bits and Pieces item. In the event that two or 
more readers’ submissions are used in one BEPP item, the payment is $50 for each submis- 
sion. Larry Flynt Publications retains all rights to any material submitted, but we'll return 
«any rejected material and original artwork (not including photos) on request if an SASE is 
enclosed. For June, $150 goes to Charles G. McDowell and Rhonald Schlick. HUSTLER’s 
comments on pictures, people, trademarks and/or copyrighted material (“items”) are 
only its opinion (frequently in the form of parody or satire) based solely on only those 
‘facts (including the pictures) disclosed. HUSTLER's use of such items is not authorized 
by the persons named and/or depicted by the trademark or copyright owners, and no 
such authorization should be inferred. dy 
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Photography by R. Roberts 
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& 
Drummer 


“I like to hear a rat-a-tat on my two tanned tits,” leers 

Slash. “Although | want to ‘snare’ a husband someday, right 
now my ‘base’ instincts draw me to all kinds of different guys. 
Tome, amanisa ‘cymbal’ of strength and instrumental to my 
happiness.” Uh, yeah. 


Photo by Ladi yon Jansky 


AY R A ee 


There are more slaves working now than in 
1794, when slavery was first abolished. And 
you can even attend a slave auction in Ameri- 
ca, the Land of the Free. Report by Mike Snow 


about 50 women milling around like cattle in a large 

indoor ring. Some of them were black; some Indian; 
most of European extraction. They ranged in age from 
18 to 30 and were dressed in everything from shorts to 
evening gowns. All appeared slightly drugged. 

Men in flowing Arab robes, their faces masked with 
veils, crowded around the ring, ogling the women in the 
dim, eerie light. There was no feverish bidding, no auc- 
tion signals of any kind. The “goods” had, in fact, been 
inspected and sold beforehand for as much as $10,000 
piece. The surrealistic parade was merely a formality. 

fterward the men would simply come to claim their 
n and escort it from the ring. 
scenario was no nightmare though, no 
id, but an actual incident that took place 
locked doors on the remote island of 
itnessed by a European busi- 


was @ ting to ingratiate himself with 
authorities there 


While such transactions are 
ers, slavery is by no means ra 
various forms not only in the i 
but virtually everywhere else as well. Del 
forced labor occur in both the United States and 
viet Union. Children are routinely sold throughout 
Third World for sexual purposes as well as their labor 
potential. In Brazil, tens of thousands of would-be do- 
mestics have found themselves servicing clients in whore- 
houses-tricked into white slavery. 

From Japan to Germany, Iran to India, and Chile 


I: resembled something from an Arabian nightmare: 


to China, such practices flourish. Yet the 
public does not believe that these condi- 
tions could exist today. The Establish- 
ment press does not cover such stories, 
id it virtually ignores the new and sub- 
uer forms of slavery being perpetrated. 
And occasional accounts that appear in 
the tabloids are written in such sensation- 
al style that no one credits them. But the 
contemporary trade in human flesh is a 
growing phenomenon fed by a worldwide 
population explosion and the abundance 
of poverty everywhere. 

It is estimated that there are more en- 
slaved people in the world today than 
there were in 1794 when France became 
the first nation engaged in the slave trade 
to abolish the practice. The number of 
people who are, in effect, slaves exceeds 
100 million, claims Peter Davies of the 
Anti-Slavery Society for the Protection of 
Human Rights. “A significant portion of 
the world’s population is trapped [in 
slavelike conditions] by debt, traditions 
and restrictions.” 


SLAVE LABOR: The traditional concept 
of slavery is of a downtrodden people 
held in bondage and forced to labor for 
their masters. In 1980 Mauritania be- 
came the last country in the world to ban 
that kind of servitude; yet as many as 
100,000 in the desert nation of 1.5 mil- 
lion remain under the yoke, while anoth- 
er 300,000 serfs and ex-slaves are still 
subject to severe discrimination. (Mauri- 
tania has tried to abolish slavery three 
times during the 20th century.) Maurita- 
nian slaveholders have tended to be 
upper- and middle-class government of- 
ficials, mostly white Moors. The slaves 
are poor blacks from the country's south- 
west region, made to work in fields and 
mines, tend camels and goats, or perform 
household chores. Many were born into 
slavery; others were captured by middle- 
men and sold into servitude. 

“In Mauritania, slaves and slave own- 
ers have formed the system,” said one 


United Nations human-rights official 
who asked to remain anonymous. “If a 
slave is freed, he is no longer part of the 
system and has little if any means to sus- 
tain himself. Simply, he is left to die. And 
that is what has happened to many for- 
mer slaves.” 

Admits one Mauritanian diplomat, “A 
thousand-year-old practice cannot be 
eradicated with the stroke of a pen.” 

It doesn’t take a so-called official sys- 
tem of slavery, however, for humans to 
be sold into bondage. In Haiti, the coun- 
try with the lowest per-capita income in 
the Western Hemisphere, the govern- 
ment deliberately encourages exploita- 
tion of its underutilized labor force. And 


the chief perpetrator is none other than 
President-for-Life Jean Claude “Baby 
Doc” Duvalier. At harvest time each year 
Baby Doc authorizes the transportation 
of tens of thousands of Haitian migrant 
sugar workers into the neighboring Do- 
minican Republic. The workers are sold 
for the season through a broker, who gets 
$11 per head, while the ruling Duvalier 
family receives a kickback of about $100 
for each laborer. The workers themselves 
get only $1.83 for every ton of sugar cane 
cut. Said a 1979 Anti-Slavery Society 
report: 

“A high proportion of the 280,000 
Haitian immigrant workers and their 


Theodore and Mildred Glaum held Nicki Moeller (center) against her will, selling the Alaskan girl's sex- 
ual services to almost 100 people. When authorities found her, she weighed only 88 pounds. 


families in the Dominican Republic suf- 
fer from chronic malnutrition, a variety 
of preventable diseases, high maternal 
and infant mortality, illiteracy and hope- 
lessness. This is due to deliberate ne- 
glect-neglect by employers and govern- 
ment alike-of housing, sanitation, 
hygiene, diet, clothing, education, pay, 
medical and welfare services. . . .” 

The report continues fhe greed of 
the Duvalier family is so notorious that 
the international-aid agencies are now re- 
luctant to commit funds to combat pov- 
erty in Haiti because they know the 
money would be simply siphoned off into 
private bank accounts.” 

In many parts of the world unsophisti- 
cated people have been tricked into slav- 
ery through debts that literally can never 
be repaid. This practice is known as debt 
bondage, and it’s been around as long as 
we've had human greed. Debt bondage 
can involve phony labor contracts and 
fake deductions from wages. It prolifer- 
ates in the poorer countries, where the 
debtor ends up working for no wages and 
where the debt is often passed on from 
generation to generation. 

In India, for example, the British kept 
the country under colonial subjugation 
for nearly 200 years, and now many 
emancipated Indians have developed 
their own brand of subjugation. As a re- 
sult, 12% of the people in that country 
have been left virtual slaves. One of these 
20th-century serfs is Moshan Bhiuyan, 
whose family has been in bondage for 
five generations. Bhiuyan’s debt began 
40 years ago on his wedding day. To pay 
for the occasion, his father “mortgaged” 
his son for $50. Now in his 60s, Bhiuyan 
remains unable to pay back the money. 

The United States-despite its sup- 
posed affluence and its official human- 
rights policy-has not succeeded in elimi- 
nating slavelike conditions from its 
shores. Poor Americans and illegal aliens 
alike have found themselves inescapable 
victims. Richard Simmons, for one, 


Gerald Gallego (the Sex Slave Killer) may have been 
involved in the murders of nine women and girls. 
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thought he had accepted a job unloading 
trucks for $4.50 an hour. Instead he was 
taken to a migrant-workers camp in 
North Carolina where, under threats of 
physical abuse, he was kept as a slave. 
“No one ever beat me up or held a gun to 
my head,” Simmons says. “But I saw 
other people beaten. I learned what to do 
to avoid trouble. I worked hard and said, 
“Yes, sir; no sir,’ all the time.” 

Simmons claims he worked every day 
of the week digging sweet potatoes, ex- 
pecting to earn 25¢ for each of the 50 to 
70 buckets he filled a day. But his recruit- 
er, William Warren, deducted $45 a week 
for food, $1 for cigarettes, $6 for wine, 


plus other expenses. After three months, 
Simmons had been paid only $40. 

And then there are the slave master: 
Texans Steven Crawford and Randall 
Craig Waggnor were convicted of buying 
Mexicans from a broker for $50 each, 
forcing them at gunpoint to live ina tiny, 
unheated shack without windows or a toi- 
let and making them work from dawn to 
dusk for little food and no pay. 

A jury found the two guilty of conspir- 
acy, transporting illegal aliens and fore- 
ing them into involuntary servitude. But 
U.S. District Judge William Steger im- 
posed terms of only five years’ probation 
and fines of $1,000 each, 


Another pair of real-life slave drivers 
who got caught are the Kozminskis, 
Michigan farmer Ike and his wife, Mar- 
garethe. For 11 years they forbid two 
mentally retarded farmhands to leave 
their property or have contact with other 
persons. The trailer the Kozminskis pro- 
vided for Robert Fulmer and Louis 
Molitoris was so filthy that the Washtenaw 
County Health Department condemned 
it as unfit for human habitation. When 
Fulmer’s thumb was severed in an acci- 
dent, Ike chose not to rush the farmhand 
to a hospital. The Kozminskis were con- 
victed in February '85 of conspiracy to vi 
olate the farmhands'’ civil rights. 


a ail! 
Acting on a tip froma TV producer, investiga- 
five reporter David Nussbaum visited the Cha- 
teau de Roissy and filed this eye-opening 
report. 


n posh Beverly Hills, California, is an 
[issn apartment house. But with- 
in the walls of this building, known as the 
Chateau de Roissy, unspeakable horrors take 
place, I was given a tip by an NBC producer 
that human slave auctions were held there, 
and I decided to investigate. I acquired a 
false TRW credit report and sufficient cash 
to carry off my role as a potential investor in 
this slave quarters. Initial contact had been 
made by telephone to a "Sir James.” 
After explaining to him my intention of in- 
vesting large sums of money supplied by a 
Middle Eastern source, he agreed to meet 
me ata Hollywood coffee shop. I had been 
expecting a heavy, but was surprised by a 
frail older man in a Greek-fisherman’s cap 
and white-silk jacket. 

I told him I was just representing the in- 
terest of the investor, whose name I wasn't 
permitted to divulge at that time. I showed 
him my credentials and two weeks later 
found myself entering the Chateau past a 
video camera that screens all visitors. 


A thin man named Bobby sat at a desk in 
front, a wide black-leather collar fastened 
about his neck. To the left and behind him on 
the wall was a display of torture paraphernal- 
ia; whips, chains, cat-o'-nine-tails, paddles, 
nipple clamps. Sir James offered me coffee, 
then told Bobby to bring it. “Yes, Master," 
Bobby said. “Anything else, Master?” 

Sir James asked if I would like to see the 
various dungeons. The Campbell Room 
boasted an elaborate table with two straps on 
either end-a rack similar to those used in the 
Inquisition. Shackles adorned the walls, 
where slaves could be chained and left hang- 
ing. The next room was actually called the 
Inquisition Room. I was startled to see a 
human being cowering in a steel cage, hands 
cuffed behind his back. An attractive girl was 
feeding the man like a dog. 

We went upstairs to the lounge, a large 
room containing a wide-screen TV, a couch 
and several soft-cushioned chairs. Slayes sat 
around the floor, male and female, some 
partially dressed, others nude, but all with 
collars around their necks. 

As Sir James walked among these sub- 
missives, he would occasionally reach out 


An inside peek at the Chateau. The Victorian Room (left) features a bondage cross, while the Inquisi- 
tion Room (right) has a small cage, bondage post and other torture paraphernalia. 


and touch. “Do you like my lovelies?” he 
asked. 1 was duly impressed. He wanted to 
know if I was attracted to any of the slaves. 
When I pointed out an extremely pretty girl, 
about 5-2, with blond hair and a perfect 
body, he ordered her to my side. 

James explained that this particular slave 
was what is known as a SAM (smart-assed- 
masochist) and had to be punished repeated- 
ly to be kept in line. When I reached out to 
stroke her hair, she shivered. 
plained the significance of the various col- 
lars, wristbands, rings, earrings and other 
items used to identify the slave/master rela- 
tionship. While the slaves were in trainin, 
they were not allowed to go out in public 
without wearing wristcuffs locked together 
with a 12-inch chain, 

“When a submissive is brought in for 
training,” he said, “the first thing you do is 
take away all their rights and privileges- 
going to the bathroom, sleeping, eating, 
speaking, putting on makeup. She is 
whipped with a riding crop into submission if 
necessary.” 

Over a period of four weeks I managed to 
(continued on page 107) 
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THE SLAVE TRADE (coninued jrom page 39) 
Perhaps the most insidious exploitation of children 
today is the increased trafficking in little sex slaves. 


Recently a House subcommitte on 
labor standards heard lengthy testimony 
on failure by the federal government to 
satisfactorily investigate numerous re- 
ports of migrant workers being held in il- 
legal bondage and peonage throughout 
the U.S. Abused workers cited long 
hours, terrible food, lack of heat in win- 
ter and lack of care, as well as the system 
itself, which permits them to become in- 
debted to their employers. 

Horace Taft, a laborer who was res- 
cued from an American work camp, testi- 
fied, “It was just horrible, the things I 
seen at those camps. I seen men beat with 
rubber hoses. I seen women beat. There 
was always someone guarding and watch- 
ing you. You couldn't get away, because 
they were sitting there with guns.” 

Between October 1982 and June 1984 
the FBI had a total of 224 involuntary- 
servitude and slavery cases on file, with 
that number growing constantly. By all 
accounts this figure reflects only the tip 
of the iceberg. Labor Department offi- 
cials say that cracking down on offenders 
is hard because victims are often difficult 
to find and reports sometimes take sever- 
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al years to reach authoritie: 

Bad as the slavelike abuses in the Unit- 
ed State are, however, they pale by com- 
parison to those that take place behind 
the Iron Curtain. In the Congressional Re- 
cord of November 29, 1982, Senator Wil- 
liam Armstrong (R-Colorado) cites the 
USSR’s “deplorable practice of forced 
labor in manufacturing and construction 
projects including the Siberian Gas Pipe- 
line” as well as widespread abuse of pris- 
oners, including political prisoners, 
women and children who are forced to 
work under conditions of extreme hard- 
ship-malnutrition, inadequate shelter 
and clothing, and severe discipline. 

A detailed study by Avraham Shifrin, 
executive director of the Research Cen- 
ter for Prisons, Psychoprisons and 
Forced Labor Concentration Camps of 
the USSR, pinpoints eight Soviet “exter- 
mination camps... where work results 
in inevitable death from leukemia re- 
ceived at the extraction and processing of 
uranium” or “where the risk of getting an 
overdose of radioactive irradiation is very 
high and where prisoners quite often get 
leukemia as a result of work.” 


These camps, the report continues, 
evitably result in poisoning or such 
diseases as tuberculosis of the lungs, sili- 
cosis and loss of sight, etc., and are a re- 
sult of work... polishing glass without 
any ventilation, splitting mica, painting 
with or pulverizing of acetone lacquers, 
Co ed 


EXPLOITATION OF CHILDREN: An 
unexpected mouth to feed can spell dis- 
aster for a family that is already teetering 
on the brink. A new child requires food, 
attention and expensive medical treat- 
ment. And a youngster can prevent a 
healthy peasant woman from earning her 
keep. As a result, many destitute parents 
end up selling their offspring or placing 
them in exploitative work situations. 

In 1981 the United Nations Economic 
and Social Council condemned the un- 
scrupulous abuse of so-called child labor 
in many nations. Benjamin Whitaker, 
head of Britain's Minority Rights Group, 
cited numerous examples: young chil- 
dren in India working in unsafe firework 
and match factories, threatened with red- 
hot iron rods; a 12-year-old girl in Bir- 
mingham, England, who earned only $9 
for a 50-hour workweek; a small boy in 
the southern Italian town of Altamura 
who killed himself after his parents auc- 
tioned him off as a shepherd on the open 
market. 

Iran under the Ayatollah Khomeini has 
fostered a particularly reprehensible 
type of child exploitation: the practice of 
using poor Persian boys, some as young 
as nine, to serve as cannon fodder in the 
war against Iraq. The children are pre- 
sented with red armbands that signify 
willingness to die a martyr’s death and 
plastic keys to unlock the door to para- 
dise. After just two weeks of military 
training the kids are transported to the 
front line. There they are sent on hope- 
less human-wave attacks against fortified 
Iraqi defenses in order to draw fire so 
that regular Iranian soldiers can pinpoint 
enemy positions. 

Perhaps the most insidious exploita- 
tion of children today is the increased 
trafficking in little sex slaves. Most of the 
demand centers around standard prosti- 
tution of young girls-which in the U.S. 
translates to runaways, desperate to sur- 
vive on the streets, falling under the in- 
fluence of procurers, or pimps. In 1982, 
police in Los Angeles arrested 4,000 
prostitutes on Hollywood Boulevard. 
More than 1,800 of these hookers—at 
least 40%-were under 18. The $200 or 
$300 a day that many of the girls earned 
went directly into the pockets of their 
pimp masters, except for $5 or $10 set 
aside for living expenses. 

“In 1978 one talked with prostitute mi- 
nors from 15 to 17,” observes Renee 
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THE SLAVE TRADE (continued from page 40) 


The young girls’ insides are torn to pieces. It’s impossible 
to describe the repair jobs surgeons do. 


Bridel of the International Association of 
Democratic Lawyers. “Now it is a majori- 
ty of children from five to six years old 
(or even smaller) or from eight to 12. The 
little girls of that age are much more in 
demand and bring in more money than 
their older friends.” 

A surgeon who has treated the child- 
hood victims of prostitution, some of 
them mere tots, has this to say: 

“It’s absolutely frightening what's go- 
ing on. The wards and private rooms are 
filled with young girls... their insides 
are torn to pieces. It’s impossible to de- 
scribe the repair jobs we do.” 

In the Third World, child prostitution 
is more a matter of economics. Some chil- 
dren are sold by their desperately poor 
families to procurers; others—by virtue of 
money or force-are removed from squal- 
id refugee camps only to end up in urban 
“easy-money centers” like Ba 
Paris, New York or Los Angeles. 
ers are channeled into exotic prostitution 
rings, such as the gay one with links 
across the U.S. that provides foreign-in- 
telligence services with information about 
the sexual preferences of its clients. 


WHITE SLAVERY: If the immensely 
crative illicit traffic in children is “invisi- 
ble” to the public, the traffic in women 
throughout the world is even more so. 
Consider the following examples: 

© Nepalese girls, prized by Indians for 
their short stature, fair complexions and 
eagerness to please, are sold for $400 to 
$800 to steamy brothels in Bombay and 
New Delhi, where they are expected to 
service seven to ten males each night. 

Women in Honduras are routinely 
kidnapped and sold to brothels for $100 
to $400; other prostitutes are trapped in 
a credit system that binds them indefi- 
nitely to their owners. “To one degree or 
another most of the women in the red- 
light district are owned,” said the opera- 
tor of a Comayagua bordello. The wom- 
en, who service many Gls, are heavily 
guarded so they cannot escape. 

© Women in South American dictator- 
ships who are suspected of having “sub- 
versive” affiliations have been routinely 
rounded up and raped by as many as 27 
military goons at a time-and sometimes 
by trained boxer dogs. 

© Gangs of marauding thugs in main- 


“Bless me, Father, for | have sinned!" 
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land China have kidnapped hundreds of 
pretty maidens from rural areas, raped 
them, then sold them to bachelors who 
are unable to find women of their own. 

Interpol has pinpointed a number of 
key trafficking networks on the basis of 
information received from 69 countries. 
One flows from Latin America to Puerto 
Rico and beyond to Southern Europe 
and the Middle East; another goes from 
Southeast Asia to the Middle East and 
Central and Northern Europe; there's a 
network supplying some of the richer 
countries in West Africa from Europe; a 
regional market exists in the Arab coun- 
tries; and finally, there’s the American 
market, bringing California girls to Japan. 

The Japanese connection is thriving 
today thanks to slick underworld promot- 
ers there who lure aspiring young female 
entertainers to the Land of the Rising 
Sun with promises of work as singers and 
dancers. The girls are presented with 
plane tickets (usually oneway). But in- 
stead of performing in cabarets, they 
often end up in sordid bordellos, forced 
to turn tricks or starve. 

Renee Bellew had a contract to do four 
shows a night at the New Capsule Club in 
Tokyo. But once she got there, the opera- 
tor ordered her to sing just one song, 
then spend the rest of the evening as a 
hostess. “This man came up and put his 
hands all over my body in places where 
strangers don’t put their hands,” she says. 
“And he let me know in no uncertain 
terms what it was he wanted.” 

Another young woman, Carla Winters, 
came to Japan for the same reason, but 
the club operator to whom she reported 
told her that instead of singing, she was 
expected to dance nude. 

Thousands of women have shared simi- 
lar experiences. “Many Japanese men 
seem to prefer girls from California, 
particularly blondes,” notes one observ- 
They consider them prime cuts of 


Unable to afford “premium quality” 
American girls, many Japanese men set- 
tle for highly popular sex tours to neigh- 
boring South Korea. That country has no 
social security or public health insurance. 
“When a person loses her job or becomes 
ill, the whole family faces the spectre of 
literal starvation,” observes Japanese 
writer Yayori Matsui. “Under these cir- 
cumstances some women are forced to 
sell their bodies just to stay alive.” There 
are said to be more than 8,000 of these 
kisaeng, as they are called. 

And business is thriving. Up to 2,000 
Japanese males per day are enticed by 
trayel-agency ads to visit the “man’s para- 
dise.” Japanese firms often reward 
branch managers with all-expenses-paid 
trips to Korean brothels. Chartered tours 

(continued on page 96) 


JUNE HUSTLER 


TOO CLOSE - 
SET FOCUS..,, 


TOO DARK- 
USE FLASH... 


TOO GROSS - 
GET BETTER 
LCOKING GIRL.., 


os a. a iia 


o/ i‘ 
ae a 


* * S. . 

| 

7 | 

: 

} 

: 

{ 

oa yy ; 

| 

( } Photography by Matti Klatt = | 


t a az . ee fe ae . te le ] PT] 


AE 
Se ue 


re % 
pee hese. 


i \ i 


| PAT McCARI The Private World of 


AUL McCARINEY— ad 


Exposé by Jo-Jo Laine 


Cocaine . . . cocaine running 
around the brain. Everyone 
seemed to be floating on air. The 
conversation was speeding along 
at twice the normal lick. 
It was the event of the year. 
Eric Clapton had married Pattie 
Boyd at long last, and the wedding | 
reception was being held at his py) 
rambling country house at 
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PAUL McCARTNEY (continued from page 53) 


The lambs and sheep would come into the kitchen, make a 
mess on the floor, and Paul and Linda would just laugh. 


Ewhurst in Surrey. Denny Laine and I 
arrived not long after Paul and Linda Mc- 
Cartney. Mick Jagger, George Harrison, 
Ringo Starr and Ginger Baker were also 
there. 

No one was silly enough to be seen 
snorting coke. There were too many peo- 
ple. But there was a constant procession 
of guests getting high in the men’s and la- 
dies’ rooms. 

You could hear the heavy snorts from 
behind the locked doors. But then I was 
no angel either. Both Denny and I have 
done our share of drug-taking. It is the 
norm in the music trade. Just about 
everyone takes cocaine. The party, fueled 
by a constant supply of coke and grass, 
went on for a day and a half. 

The highlight of the festivities was 
when all the musicians were up onstage 
jamming together. The only Beatle miss- 
ing was John Lennon. And Mick Jagger 
took his place. God only knows how the 
music sounded. I was onstage too. Ringo 
Starr, an old friend of mine from the New 
York days, dragged me up with him. 

It was a magical moment. The Beatles 
were almost together again. The stage 


WAINE- TIRES 


“Please excuse Norella's lateness, as she had to turn a couple of extra 
tricks before coming to school... .” 
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was heaving with people singing, playing 
instruments and freaking out. Paul was 
doing the old Beatles hit “Get Back.” 

Clapton was busy getting drunk. He 
had recently come off heroin and was 
completely clean, but he'd taken up 
vodka with all the gusto he’d previously 
devoted to smack. 

Paul and Linda are only occasional 
users of cocaine. Their habit is smoking 
dope. Linda has become so blas€ about it, 
she thinks she can get away with more 
than anybody else because her name is 
McCartney. Denny was in Japan with 
Wings in 197] when Paul was busted by 
Japanese customs. Linda was responsi- 
ble. She had nearly half a pound of grass 
in her makeup bag. It was laying right on 
top of her suitcase. 

When the Japanese opened up her 
bags, Paul took the rap and said it was his. 
All the roadies and Denny swore that 
Paul knew nothing about it. Paul was furi- 
ous with Linda. The look he gave her 
should have knocked her to the ground. 
He spent ten days in jail. 

As a result, the Japanese decided to 
cancel the tour. That was all right for the 
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McCartneys. Denny didn’t get paid, nor 
did any of the other musicians who had 
given up work to play with Wings. 

Linda used to get paranoid when she 
was down to her last three ounces of 
smoke. That's why she took supplies with 
her to Japan, It’s usually the roadies who 
carry a band’s drugs. But Linda thought 
she was above the law. They also got bust- 
ed the next year on their European tour 
in Gothenberg, Sweden, for possession 
of cannabis. Linda was responsible again. 

One day when we were flying over 
America, she asked if I had any coke. The 
pair of us went into a lavatory and had a 
few lines. She was chummy that day, then 
cut me the next, 

While Linda is lavish about dope- 
smoking, she is far from free and easy 
about the rest of her life. She is terrified 
of Paul's being out of her sight for more 
than ten minutes. She imagines some 
chick will pounce on him, and he'll be 
gone for good. Yet Paul doesn’t seem in- 
terested in sex, He hardly ever looks at 
other women. If we were all in a pub hav- 
ing a drink, Linda would walk Paul to the 
loo, wait for him to come out and then 
walk him back to his seat. 

Linda is madly possessive and is terri- 
fied of groupies. When the McCartney 
band is on the road, Linda keeps the girls 
away. I first met Denny in Cannes while 
Wings was touring the south of France, 
and Linda did her best to convince him to 
get rid of me. 

Denny Laine and I fell in lust at first 
sight. I was at a couple of gigs and met 
him afterward. He then asked me to 
come along on the open-topped London 
bus they were touring in. It was great fun. 

Linda kept telling Denny that I was 
after Paul every second that Denny wasn’t 
around. She couldn't bear it when she 
discovered Denny wanted me to stay. She 
didn’t like having any girls near Paul. The 
wives of the other guys later told me she 
was the same with them: paranoid. 
They'd learned to live with it. 

Linda was a groupie just like other 
Beatles fans when she first met Paul. She 
was the resident photographer at the Fill- 
more East theater in New York, where all 
the big bands used to play. Yet she had 
the nerve to call me a groupie when I'd 
been a top model and singer. Linda was 
always there. After every concert she was 
backstage hiding behind a camera. She's 
so paranoid about me and other girls be- 
cause it takes a groupie to know one. 

Before Linda married Paul, she said— 
and I’ve heard this from several people- 
she was going to marry one of the 
Beatles. She was determined because her 
father had cut her off when she told him 
of her plans to be a photographer. So she 
assumes that all girls who go backstage 
are up to the same sort of thing. 
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“Guess your wife didn't buy that ‘working late’ story, huh, Fred?" 


PAUL McCARTNEY (continued from page 54) 
It seemed to me that the horses had better living conditions 
than the musicians. They certainly had more space. 


Linda was no Virgin Mary herself. She 
was screwing a lot of musicians while she 
was at the Fillmore East. Everyone in New 
York knew that. So she was just being a 
hypocrite. I really hated her for that. 

She made Denny feel like he was noth- 
ing. She always told him all I wanted was 
Paul, even though we'd had two children. 
I could have married Denny at any time 
after the kids were born. I took a lot of 
chances having his children and not 
being married. But I knew he loved me. 

Linda managed to wriggle in with Paul 
just after he and Jane Asher split up. 
They had separated before but got back 
together again. This time Linda was 
there, Within five months of knowing 
Paul, she was pregnant, and he was 
trapped. I’m sure Paul must have been 
confused because he is very much a gen- 
tleman. Jane was a career girl. 

Linda was the opposite: That's why 
Paul found her attractive. Linda got him 
overnight. Two months after they mar- 
ried, Linda was three months’ pregnant. 

Linda was also handy in helping Paul 
resolve his situation with Allen Klein and 
John Lennon because the Eastman fami- 


ly includes some of America’s biggest 
lawyers. 

What I cannot understand is why 
Linda is so insecure. After all, the money 
is pouring into the bank at the rate of 22 
million British pounds a year. When 
you're talking to her, she is so nervous. 
She twists her hair, scratching her face 
and head as if she were wound up tight 
like a spring. 

I had only been with Denny a few 
months when we were summoned to the 
farm in Campbelltown, Scotland, to do 
some rehearsing. Linda was just learning 
to play the piano when the tour began. 
She was terrible. The band had to just 
stick along and wait for Linda to learn. 
Paul was determined to have her with him 
all the time. To give her credit, she fre- 
quently tried to get out of the band when 
she got hostile press. 

Paul and Linda lived in one of the small 
cottages with their children. The band 
had to stay in small shacks with stone 
floors, no heating and bugs everywhere. 
These buildings had previously been used 
only for animals. They had just been 
swept out. I didn’t like it at all. 


We'd be sitting in the kitchen, and the 
baby would be crawling on the stone 
floor. The lambs and sheep would come 
into the kitchen, make a mess on the 
floor, and Paul and Linda would just 
laugh. Their baby would be crawling in it. 

I couldn't understand why they didn’t 
do the place up. Henry McCullough, his 
wife, Sheila, Dennis Symon and Monique 
were staying with the roadies in a little 
derelict, damp house. Everyone got up- 
tight and uneasy. 

We had an old-fashioned bathtub, and 
we had to wait for the water to heat be- 
fore we could fill it using pots and pans. I 
was eight months’ pregnant at the time. I 
was never offered a wash or a bath in Paul 
and Linda’s place. 

I told Denny I couldn't live under 
those conditions; so we hired a trailer and 
parked it on the farm. Not long after that 
our son, Laine, was born. It was early one 
morning after a big barbecue on the 
farm. I didn’t have any baby things with 
me; so Denny had to rush back to Lon- 
don to collect all the stuff. 

I was on my own in the local hospital. I 
expected I'd see Linda. It was only two 
miles away. Paul and Linda had no 
friends in Scotland, 

But no one came to the hospital. 
Heather, Linda's daughter from her first 
marriage, sent a hand-drawn card. That 
was it. We'd all been together on the farm 
the night before, supposedly friends. I'd 
been with them a year. Then no one, It 
made me wonder what kind of ruthless 
monsters the McCartneys were. 

The other musicians went on living in 
the shacks. From time to time we would 
all get invited to dinner by Linda. We 
would be crowded in this little kitchen. 
Linda was a vegetarian; so that would be 
the menu. 

All the McCartneys were strict vegetar- 
ians. Linda saw to that. But when Paul 
was away from her recording backing 
tracks, he'd sneak off for a hamburger. 

Linda has always been a marvelous 
cook. The only trouble was she seemed to 
think we all had appetites like mice. 
You'd have to stand in line cafeteria-style 
for your food. The portions were so 
small, Denny and I would have to have a 
meal when we got back to our trailer. 

Linda would say, “Help yourself.” But 
if you did help yourself, you might get 
your fingers jammed in the fridge door as 
she slammed it on you. She came into my 
caravan one day and helped herself from 
my refrigerator. She didn’t ask. I felt like 
strangling her, but I had to put up with it 
for Denny. On another occasion one of 
her tame sheep came into the trailer and 
peed.on my quilt and sleeping bag. Linda 
thought it was funny. I was furious. 

The McCartneys are early birds, always 
up in the morning. They're not lazy when 
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PAUL McCARTNEY (oninued jrom page 56) 


The McCartneys were ruthless. I was a threat because I 
kept saying, “Get your deal with Paul down on paper.” 


it comes to farming and the animals. Paul 
plants seeds and grows all their vegeta- 
bles. If you took away their selfishness 
and looked at them as people, family peo- 
ple, they’re great with their children. 
They are very strict. On the other hand, 
the kids always wear odd socks with holes 
in them. 

Linda was so hung up about nature, 
she didn’t like killing anything. She saw 
me with fly spray one day and told me off 
for spraying the flies. She was so attached 
to her horses, you'd smell them on her. 
She'd still be wearing the same stinky rid- 
ing boots two days later. 

You can’t imagine the amount of anger 
that was pent up all the years I had to be 
subservient to Linda, From the moment 
you put your foot on that farm, you felt 
you had to act a certain way. We were 
supposed to be grateful for being there. 
It was an honor to be allowed in the pres- 
ence of the great McCartneys. 

I've never known a bigger slob than 
Linda. In the kitchen they had one small 
cupboard in which they kept both pots 
and food. They could have done the out- 
side shacks up into beautiful places. They 


could have built a palace, but for years 
they left it the way they bought it. Finally, 
they painted the shacks white. 

The McCartneys had four children in 
two small bedrooms. There were never 
any toys around except stuffed animals. 
Sometimes the kids looked like orphans. 
All that money; yet Linda never bothered 
about their clothes or her own. 

They have a housekeeper called Rose. 
She helps with the children and goes 
everywhere with them. They have always 
taken the whole family on tour. That 
didn’t apply to Denny Laine and his 
family. 

The McCartneys have a big house in 
Cavendish Close, St. John’s Wood. For 
years the fans have painted on the out- 
side walls, “We hate Linda Eastman.” 
That place is their showpiece. Linda had 
it painted red, white and blue. Paul has a 
few Picassos, lithographs and first edi- 
tions of modern furniture. 

Even in that house they behaved as if 
they were on the farm. They kept rare, 
expensive chickens in the garden. God 
knows what the rather snooty St. John’s 
Wood neighbors must have said about 


"You give great skull!” 
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hens squawking and a cock crowing in the 
chicken runs and coops in the garden. 

They have about four dogs, which they 
take everywhere. All of their houses have 
that earthy, slightly unpleasant smell of 
dogs. And the sofas are covered with dog 
hair. One day when I was over at the 
house in St. John’s Wood, they even had 
the horses with them, en route from Scot- 
land to their place in Rye. The dogs got 
loose at night and ate all the rare chick- 
ens-thousands of pounds worth of them. 
Linda had hysterics. I couldn't keep a 
straight face. 

Linda has an Appaloosa named Lucky 
Spot. The whole family rides constantly. 
It seemed to me that the horses had bet- 
ter living conditions than the musicians. 
They certainly had more space. 

When the McCartneys aren't riding, 
they’re in their new Rolls. Linda has a lit- 
de customized purple Mini for her own 
use. She had a special stereo installed so 
that if she feels like recording a song 
while she’s driving, she can just sing into 
the overhead mike. 

Linda has had only one girlfriend. That 
was the actress/model Twiggy. But she 
and Paul live totally in each other’s pock- 
ets. Only once in all the years I was on the 
Wings scene—and that was about eight 
years—were Paul and Linda ever separat- 
ed for long. Linda came to our house in 
Laleham when she and Paul had a big 
row. She stayed about six hours. She 
wanted to stay at home and mind the chil- 
dren. Paul said, “No, they are all coming 
on tour with both of us.” 

In Venice once the McCartneys were 
staying at the Hotel Danielle, It was 
Linda’s birthday, and a big party was 
planned, I still had to live with her; so I 
bought her a big horse’s head in heavy 
smoked glass. She was delighted with it. 

At the party there were masses of or- 
chids and other beautiful flowers from 
friends and admirers. As we were leaving 
the room, I snapped an orchid off a bou- 
quet and put it in my hair. Even Linda 
hugged me, saying goodbye. The follow- 
ing day Paul came up to me and said, 
“Linda wants you to apologize because 
you took one of her flowers.” 

1 looked at him and said, “Are you kid- 
ding or something?” I just refused to do 
it. We were all leaving the hotel the fol- 
lowing morning, and the flowers were 
going to have to be left behind. Denny 
and I had a big row about it. 

Another time, Linda just handed me a 
bunch of flowers and said, “Here. Put 
these in a vase.” No please or thank you. I 
did want her to understand that I had no 
intention of being a little slave to her. So I 
plonked them in a sink. 

Even Paul’s father and stepmother got 
the benefit of Linda’s meanness and lack 

(continued on page 130) 
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Lust 
in the 
Twilight 
Years 


When lusty and busty Helga showed up at our offices, we 
couldn't believe our eyes, Old enough to be a grand- 
mother-although she wouldn't say just how old-she still 
has the gorgeous bod of a girl half her age. And would 
you believe? When she was growing up in Switzerland, 
this German-born Honey thought of becoming a nun. “In 
boarding school,” she confesses with a wicked gleam in 
her eyes, “the priest would ask if he could carry my books 
Then he'd ask me to reach into his pocket and get his 
keys. That was my first introduction to sex, but lucky for 
me” (and everyone else) “it wasn’t my last.” 

Helga likes her men tall, dark, handsome... and 
young. And when she’s not singing or acting, she dreams 
of being seduced by four guys with mustaches and a sense 
of humor. Helga’s living proof that the aging process ain’t 
all it’s cracked up to be. 


You don’t 
have to go 
to Vegas 
to gamble. 


www.HustlerCasinoLA.com «+ 1000 W. Redondo Beach Blvd. Gardena, CA 90247 * 310.719.9800 
Must be 21 to visit casino, Play responsitty. Gambling ? Call 1-800-GAMBLER. 04.12.10 
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The nursery in a hospital maternity ward was becom- 
ing so overcrowded with babies, the nurses had to put 
two infants of different sexes in the same crib. During 
the night the baby girl woke up, saw her crib-mate and 
screamed, “Rape! Rape!” 

The baby boy rolled over and said, “Aw, shut up. 
You're lying on your pacifier! 


The HusTLER Dictionary defines gang-bang as: an 
inner-city debutante ball. 


Bit was drinking a Coke while touring a Texas milit 
base. Since he couldn't take the drink inside one of the 
buildings, he set it down on a shelf outside. It was a 
very hot day, and after he came out again, he gulped 
the soda down. Then he noticed that it tasted strange. 
On the shelf above the one on which he had set his 
Coke were several cans labeled “Missile Fuel.” One of 
them was leaking, and Bill realized that it had dripped 
into his soda. Frightened, he went to a doctor. 

The physician said, “I don’t think it will do any harm, 
but if anything strange happens, call me.” 

At 1 a.m. the doctor’s phone rang. It was Bill, and he 
said, “Hey, Doc, I farted.” 

“Are you crazy?!” the sawbones shouted. “You woke 
me up to tell me that?” 

“But, Doc,” Bill explained, “ 
I'm in Flagstaff, Arizona.” 


you don’t understand. 


Question: Did you hear about the skinny, scrawny 
pervert who went to Alaska? 
Answer: He came back a husky fucker. 


A tiack pimp was walking down a street in Macon, 
Georgia, with his pet alligator on a long leash. Every 
luncheonette he passed had a sign in the window that 
read, “We Don't Serve Niggers Here.” When he finally 
spotted a cafe with no notice in the window, he took 
the alligator inside. 

“Yo, man, do you serve niggers here?” the pimp 
asked the manager. 

“Yes, sir!” the manager answered him. 

“Good,” the pimp said, “Then get me a cheeseburg- 
er! And bring a nigger for my ’gator!” 
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A, 18-year-old boy was drinking in a bar. “I want to 
learn all about women,” he said to an older man sitting 
next to him. “What do you call that little magic button 
in a woman's slit?” 

“A clitoris,” the man replied. 

“And what's the brown part around the nipples?” 

“That's the areola.” 

“Wow!” exclaimed the youth. “How about that 
smooth skin between a woman's cunt and her asshole?” 

The older man thought for a moment, then an- 
swered, “I don’t recall the scientific name. But around 
these parts most of the fellas call it a chin rest!” 


The HusTier Dictionary defines incest as: rolling 
your own. 


Rocidraaawaxseonws hospital after being mugged. 
When a shapely young nurse came into his room, he 
lamented, “Life is like being a corn cob.” 

“How is that?” she asked. 

“When you're young,” the old man replied, “you 
feel the touch of moist lips. But when you're old, 
people wipe their asses on you.” 


S ter Louise, a novice nun, was permitted to say only 
two words a year. And those two words were to answer 
a question asked by the head of the convent. 

After the first year the Mother Superior asked her, 
“How do you like it here, Sister?” 

“Bad food,” was the novice’s reply. 

At the end of her second year the Mother Superior 
asked, “How do you like it here, Sister?” 

“Poor company,” Sister Louise answered. 

After the third year the Mother Superior again ques- 
tioned the novice; this time she replied, “I quit.” 

“I'm not surprised,” said the Mother Superior. 
u've been here three years now, Sister, and all 
you've done is bitch, bitch, bitch!” 


Watking along the railroad tracks, a wino saw a pair of 
legs on the ground. “Those look like Charlie's legs,” he 
said to himself. He walked a little farther and saw a pair 
of arms. “Those look like Charlie’s arms,” he mut- 
tered. The wino continued on his way until he saw a 
head on the ground. “Dammit, Charlie,” he exclaimed 
atlast. “Are you hurt 


M Miller found her son in the bathroom vigorously 
scrubbing his penis with a toothbrush and toothpaste. 
/ she asked angrily, 
“Don't ry to stop me,” the youngster warned. “I'm 
going to do this three times a day. I'm not going to get 
a cavity that smells as bad as my sister's. 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If 
you've heard a gut-buster lately, why not send it our way? 
Submit your jokes on 3” X 5” cards, mailed in a sealed 
envelope, to: HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, 
Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. If your joke is 
selected, we'll send you a check for $50. Sorry-we cannot 
return submission: 
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Just being in the office felt good, Harry 
thought. It had felt good the minute he’d 
seen the three-story steel-and-glass of- 
fices of the Goodwyn Agency. Big Time. 
At last. The warm Beverly Hills sun 
beating down on him, Harry brushed a 
hand through his thick golden hair. Jan- 
uary in L.A. He laughed inwardly at all 


Fiction by 
J. Bradford Olesker 


MEETINGS (continued from page 75) 
Harry walked to the fireplace and looked at the .38 
laying on the mantle. “Strange place for a gun.” 


those suckers back in Chicago. 

The secretary opened the door and 
led him into the legendary Walter Plot- 
kin’s office. How many clients of his had 
won Oscars-20, 30? He was Glitter- 
town’s super-agent. Nervously, Harry 
rubbed his thumbnail against his 
forefinger. 

“Hullo, Harry,” Plotkin said, rising 
from his chair. “Good to finally see your 
face after all this time.” The agent led his 
visitor to that part of the office where a 
couch, overstuffed chairs and cocktail 
table exclaimed that casual conversation 
took place, “Sit, sit,” he said. “Can I get 
you a drink?” 

“No, thank you, Mr. Plotkin.” 

“Forget the Mister. Nobody out here is 
ever a Mister. You got to forget every- 
thing you did back in Chicago, hear?” 

Harry nodded. 

“Good you left Chicago, believe me. 
Fine if all you wanted to do was write nov- 
els, But you want to get into film or TV, 
you got to be out here.” 

“That's what Doug told me,” 

“Doug's a fine agent... for books. 
How much you made from the books you 


got published? Fifty, 60 grand overall?” 

“My books have done pretty—” 

“How'd you like to make a quarter of a 
million this year? You can make that on 
one big screenplay. And if the film actu- 
ally gets made, you can be made for 
years.” 

“I like Carpet of Heaven, Harry. I think 
it'll sell.” The agent set his cigar down, 
folded his stubby hands and said, “Now, 
here’s what we're going to do. You get 
settled in your apartment this week, and 
T'll start setting up some meetings for 
you. Metro, Fox, maybe Columbia. We 
don’t want to waste time.” 

“Right.” 

“So you'll take some meetings, pitch 
Carpet and see what happens. Oka‘ 

* «is 

She was attractive in a way that wasn’t 
really pretty. The girl had wonderful hair, 
he thought when he first caught her 
staring at him in the bar at Carlos 'n 
Charlie's. “Vicki,” she answered when he 
asked her name. Then she smiled. “How 
long have you been out here?” 

“Not long,” Harry answered. “It 
shows?” 


“If you want to be a third baseman, Billy, you've got to have quicker reflexes!” 
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“Yeah. But you'll get over it.” She 
downed the last of her gin fizz and asked, 
“Wanna get out of here?” 

Harry nodded. 

Out on the Sunset Strip, the top of his 
white Fiat down, the balmy breeze of the 
boulevard swept over them. 

“A writer, huh? I knew a guy who wrote 
for Quincy once.” 

“Really?” 

“Or maybe his name was Quincy and 
he wrote for Magnum P.I. | can’t remem- 
ber.” Vicki looked up at the stars, oblivi- 
ous to the traffic. “Where are we going?” 

“I thought maybe your place.” 

Surprised, she looked at him. “Now 
you do sound like you're from out here.” 

“Hey, I didn’t mean it that way, It’s just 
that my place is a mess.” 

Standing in Vicki's living room, Harry 
took in the hardwood floor and a fire- 
place that offered refuge to a 19-inch TV. 
“Nice place,” he said. 

“Thanks.” 

Then he walked to the fireplace and 
looked at the .38 laying on the mantle. 
“Strange place for a gun.” 

“If I walk in and there’s a nut in here, 
I'm not going to have time to get to a 
nightstand drawer in the bedroom.” 

“Makes sense.” He watched as she 
crossed the room, then wrapped her arms 
around him. Her lips were soft, and they 
separated as she kissed him so her tongue 
could snake out in search of his. 

He could feel the warmth of her pelvis 
as it ground against him, and he respond- 
ed in kind. When at last she released him, 
she took Harry by the hand and led him 
to the bedroom. 

It was dark, but it didn’t matter. Before 
long they were naked, and she was lying 
on the bed, her high, firm breasts point- 
ing up toward him, begging to be sucked. 
He lowered himself to her slender body, 
his tongue making wet circles around 
each nipple while his hand laced through 
her pubic hair. She was very wet. 

She grabbed hold of his cock and guid- 
ed it to her moist pussy, and Harry felt 
her hips rise up to him, felt her cunt grab 
and suck him inside. He shoved hard, 
feeling his prick plunge into the liquid 
cavern, hearing her cry out in delight. 

Atlast he could stand it no longer, and 
Vicki must have sensed it because that 
was when she wiggled her finger into his 
rectum. His body tensed, then erupted, 
spewing steaming cum into her. Vicki 
pulled the finger from his asshole, her 
own body shaking in convulsions as she 
did, her scream echoing through the 
room to blend with his. 

a 

“I like the story, Walter. Sounds very 
commercial,” Jesse Kramer said. 

Sitting in an office that glowed with the 
warmth of architectural paneling and a 
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“It's not a big party-just Leroy and a few of his friends from the building. . . .” 


MEETINGS (continued from page 76) 
Vicki's face contorted in pain as she screamed, “Now, 
Harry! Shoot your cum in me!” 


bay window that looked out onto L&R 
Studios, Harry felt as if he were in a 
dream world. He'd spent three minutes 
reciting the memorized synopsis of his 
screenplay, wondering why the produc- 
tion VP needed to hear it if, as Plotkin 
had said, he'd already read the script. 

When he finished, it was as if Harry 
had vanished. The conversation was be- 
tween agent and studio exec, and Harry 
became the ghost that screenwriters be- 
come when the deal is being talked. 

Plotkin finally said, “So give it to Nich- 
olson and let us know by Monday.” 

“We'll see,” Kramer answered. 

Harry watched with fascination as 
Plotkin bent slightly forward in his chair 
and placed a wrinkled, tan hand on the 
VP’s desk. The agent's voice was barely a 
whisper as he said, “Jesse, I'm doing you 
a favor on this one. You've got it exclu- 
sive, but only until Monday. After that 
you know who it goes to.” 

Kramer held Plotkin’s gaze for a long 
moment, and Harry worked as hard as he 
could at watching both men's eyes at the 
same time. Then he saw it. It was only for 
the briefest of moments, but it was there. 


A flicker, a hurried triple beat of Jesse 
Kramer's eyelids. His eyes shooting back 
to Plotkin, Harry saw a faint hint of a 
smile play just at the corners of the 
agent's mouth. Plotkin stood. The meet- 
ing was over. 

Outside, Harry exclaimed, “That was 
fantastic. Man, you had him!” 

Glancing sidelong at him, the agent 
said, “You never ‘have’ a man like Jesse 
Kramer. There are just seconds, minutes 
if you're lucky, where you gain a slight 
advantage.” 

“He was shitting in there.” 

“Huh?” 

“You threatened to send the script to 
‘you-know-who.” Who's you-know-who?” 

“Who the hell knows?” Plotkin 
snapped. For some reason he felt slightly 
on edge. He searched for an explanation, 
found it and turned to Harry. “You al- 
ways do that thing with your fingers?” 

“What thing?” 

The agent looked down at Harry’s 
hands, brought his own up and rubbed 
his thumbnail along the edge of his fore- 
finger in imitation. “This thing.” 

“Oh. It’s a nervous habit.” 


“Ya touch my pecker, and I'll see ya in court, pervert!" 
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“Nervous habits are bad in meetings.” 

“Okay,” Harry agreed. “I’ll watch it.” 

Plotkin nodded, trying to relax. Then 
he said, “Let’s move, Harry. I got to be at 
Universal by 2:30.” 

It was going to be perfect, Harry told 
himself as he drove to his apartment in 
West Hollywood. For the first time he 
dared to think things were going to work 
out the way he’d hoped they would. 

How much would they offer? Harry 
wondered. Six figures. That was for sure. 

He pulled the Fiat to the curb and 
jumped out, leaving the top down. Five 
minutes was all it would take. Just long 
enough to peel out of the sport coat and 
slacks and slip into some jeans so he 
could go to the supermarket. 

Actually, it took almost ten minutes. 
When he stepped from the apartment 
he'd rented two weeks before, Harry was 
whistling to himself. He stopped whis- 
tling as he realized the Fiat was gone. 

* 2% 

Harry listened as the last of nine quar- 
ters registered in the pay phone. “Thank 
you,” the automated voice responded. 

“Dickerson’s Fiat, May I help you?” 

“Uh, Mr. Dickerson, please.” 

A second later the nasally Chicago 
voice echoed through the line. “Yeah. 
Hal Dickerson.” 

“Hey, this is Harry Suddle—” 

“Harry, how's California? 

“Don’t give me that shit, Dickerson. I 
want my car.” 

“And I want my three months’ worth 
of payments.” 

“Look, you can’t~” 

" " the dealer interrupted, “from 
the sound of your voice I just did.” 

x * % 

“These things take time,” Plotkin said. 

“Is something wrong?” Harry asked. 

“Wrong? What could be wrong?” 

“Well, it’s past Monday, and Kramer 
hasn’t—” 

“The world ends tomorrow or what?” 

“No. Just that you told him we had to 
hear by Monday, or you'd—” 

“Or I'd send it to another studio. 
Right. I called him Monday morning and 
told him it wasn’t on exclusive anymore.” 
Plotkin smiled. “He was worried. But 
don’t you be, Harry, all right? Let me 
agent. You. . . you write.” 

Plotkin tried to keep smiling, but it was 
difficult. The kid was scratching his fin- 
ger with his thumbnail again, 

+ 2 % 

Harry opened the door of his apart- 
ment and saw Vicki standing with a gro- 
cery bag in her arms. “What’s that?” he 
asked, trying to shove her back out into 
the hallway. 

“Groceries,” she answered, pushing 
him back against the door. 

“You can’t leave them in here,” Harry 
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I WOULDN'T 
FUCK YOU IF 
YOU WERE THE 
LAST MAN ON EARTH! 
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“I know that kind of cock,” Vicki said. “I’ve had it 
before. You’re mad about something.” 


said. “The fridge is on the fritz.” 

For a second, Harry tried to stop her 
from coming in, but she caught him off 
balance, and he stumbled backward, the 
door flying open behind him. 

“These aren’t for the fridge, Harry. 
I'm making us dinner tonight. I make the 
best lasagn—” The words caught in Vicki's 
throat as she looked past Harry into the 
apartment. “Hey, there’s nothing in 
here!” 

Harry cracked a nervous smile and shut 
the door. “Goddamned moving company. 
The driver quit on them in Denver, and the 
whole truck is sitting out there.” 

“Yeah, but you said the place was a mess 
and—” 

“I know.” He crossed the room, took the 
bag and put his arms around her. “I just 
didn’t want you to think I was some kind of 
jerk.” 

es 

Harry opened his eyes and looked down 
at Vicki lying on her back on the living- 
room floor. Her eyes were shut tight, her 
mouth open. He felt his cock slam into her 
sopping pussy, felt the cunt tighten, trying 
to hold him in. He pulled his prick al- 


most all the way out and shoved it in 
again. 

Vicki's hands clawed his back, her nails 
digging into the skin. Her hips arched up 
as he moved his right hand over her 
mound, flicking his fingers against her 
clit. He moved his hand up her belly, then 
savagely pinched her nipples. Her face 
contorted in pain as she screamed, “Now, 
Harry! Shoot your cum in me!” 

It was all that he needed. He felt it 
rumble up the shaft of his cock, spurt out 
and fill her until it overflowed down her 
thighs. As he collapsed against her, Harry 
wondered if he'd ever fuck her again. 

Finally, she asked, “What's bothering 

ou?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I know that kind of cock. I've had it 
before. You're mad about something.” 

“I'm mad at me. I'm having trouble 
adjusting.” 

“To L 

“Yeah. Crazy, isn’t it?” 

“Everyone has trouble at first. Any- 
thing specific?” 

His voice took on a frantic tone as he 
blurted, “Agents, producers, scriptwrit- 


ing, the whole studio setup, the-” 

“Easy, easy.” 

Harry drew a deep breath before he 
continued. “When you write a novel, you 
just do it and send it to your agent and 
pray. A publisher either sends you an ac- 
ceptance anda check, or a rejection anda 
form letter.” 

“Cut and dried.” 

He nodded. “Right. But with a screen- 
play there’s all this other bullshit. Every- 
one has to analyze and pull it apart, and 
they get excited about it, but they don’t 
want to commit to it. And you have to 
have all these meetings.” 

“Take.” 

“What?” 

“Take meetings,” Vicki said. “You 
don’t have meetings; you take meetings.” 

“Yeah, bullshit like that. Who the hell 
ever heard of taking a fucking meeting?” 

“It’s the way it’s done.” 

“Well, it’s bullshit!” he shouted, 

“You're shouting.” 

“Why can’t they just make up their 
minds?” Harry slammed his fist down 
hard on the floor and cried, “They have 
to pick and pull everything apart until—" 

“Harry, these people are investing mil- 
lions in-” 

“T don’t want to hear that crap! I'm 
sick of it. You've got all of the explana- 
tions, but none of the answers.” 

Vicki stood and picked up her clothes. 
“Look, I think I'd better go.” 

“Fine,” he said. “Why don’t you get out 
of here,” 

Vicki heard him slam the bedroom 
door. Alone in the living room, she shook 
her head and started to get dressed. 

em 

“I'm sorry, kid. It happens.” 

Harry prayed the voice on the phone 
wasn’t Walter Plotkin’s. “But I thought 
Kramer wanted the script.” 

“So did I. Turns out they got some- 
thing kind of like it. The lead’s a soldier of 
fortune, and he—” 

“What about Paramount? Did they—” 

“Came back yesterday.” 

Harry's voice pitched higher as he said, 
“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

Plotkin dropped the forced cordiality. 
One could only carry understanding for a 
newcomer so far. “First of all, I couldn’t 
call you, because you ain't got a phone, 
and second of all, 1 don't call writers 
every time they get a turndown. If I did, 
I'd be on the phone all day.” 

Harry closed his eyes against the 
pounding at his temples. When Plotkin 
spoke again, it was with a shade more ten- 
derness. “Harry, my opinion is to forget 
about the project. We had four turn- 
downs. You're a sharp writer. Don’t sit 
with your thumb up your ass over this. 
Get going on another project.” 

(continued on page 86) 
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THE REAL BOS 


And there came a voice from heaven saying, “Thou art my beloved Son, in whom I 
am well pleased and in whom I endow all the talents to make Thee the hottest 
rock ’n’ roll sensation this—or any other—world will ever behold.” 


his prodigal pop star did not rise from the streets of Asbury Park, New Jersey. No. He sprang from 
the tiny village of Bethlehem long before there were record companies, concert halls and 
compact disc players. He had the voice of an angel, gentle hands that could pluck the sweetest tunes 
on any stringed instrument handed Him and a go-get-'em attitude that made mon and beast alike sit up and 
take notice. For 2,000 years He has ruled the rock roost. He is Jesus Christ . . . and this is His story. 


Concept and text by Lonn M. Friend. Production designed by Ralph Fowler ond Ken DeMartines. Photography by Ladi von Jansky, 


YW ven os a child, young J. C. (a 

i nickname given to Him by His first 
manager, Luke of Copernaum) was 
a bit of a ham. His elementary-school 
classmates—including His first girlfriend, 
Bambi of Gethsemane-knew He was a born 
celebrity. And it was only a few short years 
until He landed a record deal with His first 
band, Jesus and the Apostles. More 
disciples than competent musicians, they 
were soon left behind by J. C. 


ith superstardom 
| | came a wave of 
promotional 
artifacts. Pictured here are just 
a smattering of the priceless 
collectibles that were sold at 
J.C. gigs around the globe. 
Before a benefit concert for 
‘starving masses in Jerusalem 
He told a gathering of 
marketing experts, “Go thy 
way, sell whatsoever thou 
hast and give to the poor, and 
thou shalt have treasure in 
heaven." After that pep talk 
you couldn't find a man, 
woman or child within a 
thousand miles who wasn't 
wearing a piece of J. C. 
paraphernalia. 
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esus took 

the peace- 

and-love 
“=” generation 
by storm. His 
multiplatinum 
LPs, Nazareth 
Skyline, 
Surrealistic 
Wafer and 
Deja Jew, were 
vinyl sermons 
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millions of 
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drew strength 
and guidance. 
And a planet 
wept in wonder 
as He brought 
concert 
promoter 
Lozarus back to 
life ofter a fatal 
BCP overdose, 
The ‘60s, 
however, was 
also a time of 
scandal for 
Jesus. His 
misinterpreted 
quote to the 
press, “I'm 
bigger than the 
Beatles,” 
shocked the 
world. 
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he media could 

never get 

enough of J.C. 
(right), always 
clamoring to know more 
‘and more about His 
phenomenal career. 
Even the great Elvis 
Presley stood in wonder 
of this gifted artist. The 
two are seen here ina 
rare photo taken 
backstage at the Las 
Vegas Hilton in August 


1975 during the famous 
"King and | Tour,” 
where Elvis opened for 
ie 


1 I've never tl J 
me “I remember whe 

song lyrics om stone jot 
hat was rock 


red my 
stone tablets, Non 


his last recorded 

photo of Jesus in 

concert, seen here 
flanked by backup singers 
the Pontius Sisters, was taken 
at the Greek Theatre in Los 
Angeles just before His 
encore ascension, No one 
has seen or heard from J. C. 
since, Rumor has it, though, 
there's talk of a 
“Resurrection World Tour,” 
but as yet no dates ore 
scheduled. All we can do is 
wait... 


any thought that getting close to 
Presley changed Jesus. And for a 
while it appeared they were right. His 
Mr. C phase turned off millions. A member of 
the Temptations—a band that once shared the 
bill with the early Apostles-has said of Jesus, 
“He copped a holier-than-thou attitude and 
pissed a lot of people off.” One person not 
offended by J. C., however, was pop artist 
Andy Warhol, who designed the cover of His 
immortal Let It Bleed LP. Along with the album, 
record buyers got a sampling of the musical 
messiah's blood. British rock critic Nigel 
Burnham called the concept “bloody brilliant.” 


Includes the Hit 
“Days of Wine and Wafers ~ 


MEETINGS (continued from page 80) 
Plotkin saw the hand in Harry’s pocket emerge with a 
.38, the forefinger around the trigger scratched raw. 


When he got back to the apartment, Ada 
Sorrell was waiting for him in the hallway. 

“Hi, Mrs. Sorrell,” he said, digging for 
his key. 

“I had the lock changed. That rent 
check you gave me bounced, Mr. 
Suddleson. You're out.” 

“The check bounced?” He smiled, 
knowing the woman could smell his des- 
peration. “Just redeposit it. There’s got 
to be some mix-up at the bank.” 

“Ain't no mix-up. My husband went 
down to First Interstate, You ain't got no 
money, and the bank's got a bunch of 
other checks you bounced.” 

“T want my clothes out,” he said. 

“Soon as I get my back rent.” 

“You no-good bitch!” he spat, advan- 
cing on her. “You let me in there or-” 

“Or you'll what?” Arnie Sorrell said, 
throwing open the door of his apartment 
and stepping out into the hallway. 

Harry spun to look at the man in the 
sleeveless T-shirt. A thick beard covered 
his cheeks; a tattoo of a raven adorned 
one muscled arm. It occurred to Harry 
that the man would like nothing better 
than to beat him senseless. 


He turned and walked down the corri- 
dor, hearing Sorrell say to his wife, “I 
told you not to rent to no writers or ac- 
tors, didn’t 1?” 

** * 

Harry gazed down at her. Vicki stared 
up at him blankly. Lying on her bed, she 
looked peaceful, even prettier than the 
night he’d met her at Carlos 'n Charlie's. 
He strained not to lower his eyes to the 
bluish bruises on her neck. He was sur- 
prised at how willing she had been to for- 
get their argument, how little she had 
struggled as death came. 

Then he thought about the fireplace 
mantle, and he got up. 

Ester, Walter Plotkin's secretary, had 
been alerted by the first-floor reception- 
ist. She was accustomed to this distasteful 
business that occasionally occurred in the 
industry. A disgruntled writer or actor. 
Fragile egos and wounded pride. Just to 
be safe she checked with Plotkin. 

“Tell him to call me next week. 

Ester stood as she saw Harry walking 
down the corridor. “Hello, Mr. Suddle- 
son,” she said, coming out from behind 
her desk. “Mr. Plotkin isn’t in, but he—” 


“A gold medal? Gee, | didn't even know the Olympics had a 
booger-flipping event!” 
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The blow caught Ester full on the jaw, 
breaking it smartly. A cadre of secretaries 
let out a communal shriek as Harry 
stepped over her and thrust open the 
door of Plotkin’s office. He walked in 
and slammed it behind him. 

Recovering his senses, Plotkin started 
to rise. He stopped when he saw the hand 
in Harry's pocket emerge with Vicki's 
-38, the forefinger around the trigger 
scratched raw, red with blood. 

Plotkin dropped back into his chair. 
“Take it easy, Harry. Just settle down, 
okay? I’ve been trying like hell to get you 
all day. Where have you been?” 

“Bullshit.” 

“Kramer changed his mind.” 

“Bullshit.” 

“Tt’s the truth, Harry.” 

At the far end of the office the pound- 
ing began on the door, Plotkin looked to- 
ward it, then back to Harry. “This is nuts, 
Harry! Over a fucking script?!” 

“It's not over the script,” Harry said, 
raising the gun. “It’s over you and 
Kramer and . . . and the bullshit.” 

Plotkin watched in suspended horror 
as Harry Suddleson brought the gun up 
to his temple and pulled the trigger. 

moa & 

Later that afternoon a shaken Walter 
Plotkin called studio exec Jesse Kramer. 

“The guy had to be insane, Walter. The 
papers are having a field day with this. 
Coroner said he had intercourse with the 
girl before and after he strangled her.” 

“I read,” Plotkin said. “And there's 
more stuff turning up every hour, The 
guy was in debt up to his ears. He owed 
the IRS something like 40 grand.” 

“You were lucky to get out alive.” 

“I know. But, Jesse, the reason I called. 
I think we've got something here.” 

“Where?” the VP asked. 

“This thing with Harry Suddleson. I 
mean, all the elements are there. A down- 
and-out kid with a last chance for fame 
and fortune comes to Hollywood with his 
screenplay. There's sex, power... I 
think it could be a helluva film, Jesse.” 

“Could be,” Kramer nodded. 

“What I want to do is put one of our 
writers on it and work up a synopsis.” 

“Okay. Sounds good to me.” 

“T’ll put Jud Starner on it. How abouta 
$10,000 option?” 

“For a synopsis?! Are you a comedian? 
I haven't even seen it yet.” 

“You know the story ‘cause I just told it 
to you. Jesse, Jud won’ t fill ina crossword 
puzzle unless he’s paid upfront.” 

“T don’t know, Walter.” 

“T'll tell you what. Let me call Jud, see 
what he thinks and get back to you.” 
After a beat, Plotkin said, “We can take a 
meeting tomorrow.” 

Satisfied they were on the right track, 
Kramer said, “Sounds good to me.” 
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THE SLAVE TRADE (continued from page 42) 


Tales abound of young European beauties who are snared 


for service in Arab harems by unscrupulous promoters 


of two nights and three days cost no more 
than $200-including the price of sex. 

What Korea is to the Japanese man, 
Thailand is to the European. In Bangkok, 
its capital, some 700,000 girls are avail- 
able foras little as $10 per night. They are 
found everywhere, and they can be hired 
for any length of time the customer 
desires. 

The Europeans take a backseat to no 
one when it comes to organizing sex 
tours, One operator offers a 12-day pac 
age trip, including round-trip air fare 
from Amsterdam to Bangkok, for 
$1,350. A tour brochure that features 
many photos of naked young women, all 
numbered and captioned, reads: 

“The 12 nights which you, 
my guest, I have special and tropical sur- 
prises for you. It is, for example, 11 p.m., 
and you would like to relax. You take the 
telephone and say, ‘I want a girl.’ Within 
five minutes I'll come with six beautiful 
girls (little SLAVES). You may choose 
one; the other little slaves I'll take back. 
With this little slave you can do practical 
ly everything in the field of sex the whole 
night, and you will not be disappointed 


with the girl. She gives real Thai warmth.” 

Thai girls, much like those in Korea, 
enter the trade out of economic necessi- 
ty-sold by their impoverished families or 
forced into it by ruthless procurers. 
Bangkok has so many hookers, so many 
massage parlors, so much of everything 
that has anything to do with sex that pro- 
motions which liken the city to a voyeur's 
paradise are dead on target. 

The Thai government has consistently 
turned a blind eye to sex tourism simply 
because the industry is so lucrative. In 
1981 tourist traffic doubled over the pre- 
vious four years, bringing in more than 
$220 million. Thailand is not alone in 
reaping this harvest of gold. In South 
Korea, tourism—much of it generated by 
sex tours-is estimated at nearly $300 mil- 
lion. Sex tourism in the Philippines has 
translated into the fourth-largest source 
of foreign earnings for the nation of 
7,000 islands. (See Manila: Sodom of the 
Pacific, HUSTLER, January '85.) 

While sex tourism has become big busi- 
ness in the Far East, there's also a brisk 
trade in importing Asian women into Et 
rope, particularly Germany. Although 


“You're damn lucky you ain't had a blowout with tread like that. ..." 
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the Bonn government employs a com- 
mendable secret slush fund to gain the 
release of political prisoners and others 
trapped in East Germany, West German 
smoothies continue to entice young 
beauties from Thailand and elsewhere 
with promises of work as entertainers. As 
with American girls who are lured to the 
Orient, those recruited end up doing 
most of the entertaining on their be 

The girls are tricked by some of the big- 
gest pimp rings in all of Europe. In fact, 
some as large as 80 have cornered the 
market in mainline German cities such as 
Dusseldorf, Frankfurt and Hamburg. 
Their underworld — activities have 
branched out to virtually all other areas 
of crime, including murder, bank rob- 
bery and drug smuggling. 

These gangland thugs often make the 
girls they bring to Germany virtual slaves. 
Wantana Indarasutr, a classically trained 
Thai dancer, came to Munich in 1981 
after a German promoter allegedly had 
arranged a series of recitals for her. In- 
stead, the promoter, Alexander Schmitt, 
forced her into a back room to service the 
clients who frequented his bar-for a 
profit (his) of $25,000 per month. The 
black-haired beauty was eventually sold 
to some pimps in Vienna, 

After being smuggled to a brothel in 
Belgium, she told her story to another 
Thai woman, who alerted Thai diplomat- 
ic officials. Police in Nuremberg and Ber- 
lin subsequently staged a series of raids 
that uncovered 21 Thai women who, like 
Wantana, had been relieved of their pass- 
ports and forced into sexual slavery. 

Wantana returned safely to Thailand in 
November 1981, But others who break 
the so-called law of silence are not always 
so lucky. Nadine, a waitress, fell into the 
hands of a gang of pimps in Grenoble, 
France, in 1980 after a procurer she had 
slept with kidnapped her child and re- 
fused to return the youngster unless she 
consented to hook for him. When she re- 
mained adamant, the pimps took her to a 
lumberyard after closing time and tied 
her to a crossbeam. Within three hours 
they had sold her to 60 men. When she 
continued to fight back, they strapped 
her to a tree, rammed a club up her vagi- 
na and kicked her until a vertebra in her 
spine cracked. 

Girls in search of escape, adventure 
and big bucks the world over are often 
blind to such horror stories, and methods 
used to lure them into the trade involve 
nothing more than a kind word or two. 
This makes life easy and police-free for 
procurers at every level. 

White slavery is probably most preva- 
lent in the Middle East. Tales abound of 
young European beauties who are snared 
for service in Arab harems by unscrupu- 
lous promoters such as Michael Luchting. 
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“See that? It's free, and it works just as good as those expensive roach traps!” 


THE SLAVE TRADE (cminued from page 96) 


Both at home and abroad, American women have found 
themselves shanghaied into sexual servitude. 


“The Beautiful Mischa,” as he was called, 
was a West German pretty boy who 
earned $50,000 a month by wooing girls, 
then dispatching them to Morocco and 
other destinations in the Middle East be- 
fore his imprisonment and eventual si 
cide at age 34. One 17-year-old English 
model spent months in the service of an 
oil sheikh only to see the gifts of gold she 
received in return confiscated by her 
agent. 

There is also plenty of white slavery 
right in our own backyard. Theodore 
Glaum and his wife, Mildred, enslaved an 
18-year-old Alaskan girl named Nickie 
Moeller, who came to California for a 
rock-music festival. The Glaums forced 
Moeller to have sex with up to 100 people 
during a nine-month period by nearly 
starving her. 

Gerald Gallego, known as the “Sex 
Slave Killer,” may have been involved in 
the murders of nine women and girls in 
three Western states since 1978. Gallego 
would kidnap a young girl, force her to 
have sex with him, then throw it up to his 
wife, Charlene, by announcing, “That's 
what you ought to be like, if you had any 
guts, if you had any heart.” 


Both at home and abroad, American 
women have found themselves shanghaied 
into sexual servitude. One case involved a 
20-year-old San Francisco woman who 
was abducted, then injected with drugs 
in order to force her into prostitution. 
Robin Robie, another San Franciscan, 
got off a cruise ship in Turkey to shop 
with a friend and found herself being 
trailed through Istanbul's Grand Bazaar 
by a strange man and a teenage boy. 

“They'd brushed by us several times, 
then slowed down in front of us, then got 
behind us,” the pretty blond former trav 
el agent observes. “Heidi was telling me 
about it when the pair rushed by again. 
The boy pushed his way between us. I felt 
a sudden shock in my leg as if someone 
had hit me with an electric wire. 

“The pain shot through my upper thigh, 
and my left leg started going numb. At 
the same time a group of very nervous 
men seemed to be closing in on us, push- 
ing, shouting, thrusting merchandise.” 

The young women were saved when 
they spotted the ship's photographer, 
who hustled them into a taxi. Robin 
passed out shortly after she got back to 
the vessel. She had been injected with a 


“) see your wife... she’s screaming... and! see a large salami. 
it’s a giant snake. ... . No, it’s a fire hydrant... . No, it’s. .. it's. 
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tranquilizer. The next day some sailors 
who had been in a bar nearby reported 
seeing several blondes “all strung out on 
heroin and covered with needle marks.” 
One of the spaced-out women w: 
American. All were prostitutes. The sai 
ors understood the going rate for healthy 
young blondes to be $500. 

The enticement into the murky world 
of sex slavery is often much more subtle 
than kidnapping. Usually, girls fall victim 
after responding to ads for exciting, 
glamorous jobs overseas, such 2 
from an English newspaper that 
young women, aged 18 to 
travel, and with neat appearance, lively 
The job was selling English 

ies and children’s books in the 
Middle Kast, where hardly anyone speaks 
the language. One prim-and-proper Brit- 
ish girl who had responded to such an ad 
was observed flying back from Kuwait, 
where she had completed a six-month 
contract. She received about $100,000 
for the work, which in her own words 
consisted of lying on her back, looking at 
the ceiling and thinking of home. 

“Young white girls are very much 
sought after, particularly in the Middle 
East and Arab countries,” says Millie 
Miller, a member of the British Parlia- 
ment. “Once they get involved in drugs 
and prostitution, they definitely become 
slaves-there’s no question of that. 

“Some of these girls are nice, ordinary 
decent girls who start looking for an ordi- 
nary well-paid holiday job," Miller ex- 
plains. “Some are English aw pairs who 
answer innocent-looking family ads, then 
find themselves faced with some very un- 
innocent questions.” 

What, if anything, can be done? 

“The fact that women are biologically 
equipped to give birth, in one sense, will 
always make them helpless,” observes In- 
dian writer Ananda Rao. “Men, on the 
other hand, will continue to interpret 
their sexual performance, which created 
this helplessness, as a kind of power or 
conquest over women. This is the basic 
law of the jungle. Or at least of the 
human anim: 

Rao once saw a television documentary 
in which supposedly empathetic male 
filmmakers interviewed a prostitute who 
worked at a “semiservile” house of pleas- 
ure in Bombay. “You may appear con- 
cerned about my so-called plight,” the 
hooker told her interviewers. “But gen- 
Uemen like you-and others of equal so- 
cial stature-would never hesitate to take 
me to bed once you got offcamera.” 

“Slavery, in its various forms, has gone 
on since the beginning of civilization, and 
the reality of economics and of human 
nature makes it certain to continue,” con- 
cludes Rao. “There may be answers to this 
question, but never any solutions.” 
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*ma college student ata small- 

town university. Well, one Fri- 
day night a few months ago my 
roomate, Alex, and I met a pair 
of hot-to-trot coeds at an off- 
campus bar. Rhonda, the taller 
of the two, had long reddish 
hair, big brown eyes and skin the 
color and texture of pure ivory. 
Terri, on the other hand, had 
raven-black hair, blue eyes and a 
flawless, golden tan. Both girls 
were dressed in stylish summer 
silk shorts and tops—and let me 
tell you, their tits were out of 
this world, 

We chatted awhile and then 
invited the two back to our place 
for a few drinks. Much to our 
surprise, they agreed. At the 
apartment I cranked up the ste- 
reo while Alex poured a round 
of stiff drinks, and soon the girls 
were totally at ease with us. 
When they decided to dance, 
small talk was quickly replaced 
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with a large bottle of baby oil, 

Terri and Rhonda squealed 
with pleasure as we showered 
the oil over their bare shoulders, 
then rubbed the slippery stuff 
over their boobs and lithe bod- 
ies and down their long legs. 

Alex and I circled them at will, 
probing and fondling their firm, 
young figures, exploring every 
succulent part and rubbing oil 
over everything we touched. I 
reached in under Terri’s legs 
and parted the delicate lips of 
her cunt with my fingers. 
“Ahbh,” she groaned. 

Then she asked, “Hey, hand- 
some, don’t you think I’m the 
est girl in town?” 

Just as 1 was about to answer, 
Rhonda-who had Alex's deft fin- 
gers inside her-swung around 
and said, “Wait a minute, I'm 
just as sexy as you are! 

“You? Why, you're not sexy 
enough to kiss my ass,” Terri re- 


by the sexy display of shimmer- 
ing female bodies, and my room- 
ie and I wanted nothing but to 
fuck those chicks 


Kinky Kon 


er is written by our readers—one person's report 
on his or her personal kink, HUSTLER will pay $250 on pub- 
lication for seven-page, double-spaced typed manuscripts. 
And please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


plied with a sniff. 

Suddenly, Rhonda lunged at 
her friend, and both of them 
crashed to the carpeted floor in 


Alex dimmed the lights a bit, 
and I moved in close behind Rhonda and draped my arms 
around her, cupping each full breast. She sighed huskily and 
backed into me, swinging her hips. Looking at her sexy friend, 
she said, “Hey, Terri, let’s give these guys a real show. 

Rhonda pulled away from me, laughing. Both of them 
slipped off their tops, setting in motion two sets of magnifi- 
cent breasts. Raising their arms, they gracefully swayed their 
hips in time to the music and pressed their hardening nipples 
2 against each other. My pants were seven sizes too small and 
getting tighter by the minute. 

As if on signal, Alex and I moved in behind the girls and 
pulled off their flimsy shorts, and they obediently stepped out 
of them. When they resumed their sultry dance completely 
nude, I disappeared into the bedroom and soon returned 
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an oil-glistened tangle of arms, 
legs, tits and asses. The two girls rolled about wildly, struggling 
and cursing in a royal cat fight. Fortunately, they were evenly 
matched, thoroughly boozed and so slippery from the oil that 
neither could gain an advantage. 

“Girls, girls!” Alex shouted over their screams. “Fighting’s 
not the way for ladies to solve their disputes. There's a better 
method. Are you interested 

When the girls said okay, I went to the kitchen to pour an- 
other round while Alex stepped into his bedroom. A few min- 
utes after I came back with the drinks, he returned, holding 
something wrapped in a steaming towel. He knelt down, 
placed the towel in the center of the group and slowly 
unwrapped . . . a huge double-donged dildo. 

“Oh, God,” Terri gasped. “No way!” 
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“You chicken?” Rhonda asked with a 
smile. 

Terri gave Rhonda a defiant look and 
said, “All right. What the hell?” 

Holding the giant dildo in front of him 
and pointing to a line around its mid- 
point, Alex said, “First, get on your hands 
and knees. The winner is the one who can 
get closest to this. Everyone understand 

The girls nodded their heads and 
moved into position (back-to-back doggy- 
style) while I sneaked into my bedroom 
and grabbed the vibrator my former girl- 
friend had left behind. When I returned, 
their luscious ass cheeks were almost 
nudging one another, and their pendu- 
lous breasts were brushing the carpet. 

“Now,” Alex said to Terri, “adjust your 
knees up a bit until you can rock back and 
forth.” She did as she was instructed 
while I turned on the vibrator and gently 
pressed it against her slippery cunt. 

“Oh, oh,” Terri moaned, her voice al- 
most drowned out by the humming sex 
toy. “This is .. . unreal!” 

Then, looking over her shoulder, 
Rhonda pushed her sweet cunt against 
the vibrator. “Oh, yeah, yeah,” she mut- 
tered, bucking wildly. 

When both girls were moaning and 
groaning and oozing love juices all over 
our carpet, we decided it was time to 
begin the contest. “Okay, Terri, you’re 
first,” I said, turning off the vibrator and 
setting it aside. Then Alex got up and re- 
moved the dildo from the still-hot towel 
and gently slipped one end past the dewy 
lips of her steamy cunt. 

“Oooh ...m-m-m... it feels nice and 
warm,” she moaned. 

“Now you, Rhonda 


come on back, 


honey . . . just a little. That’: 
“M-m-m... ahhh... yeah,” Rhonda 
swooned. “Yeah . . . real warm.” 


As soon as they were connected to the 
prod, Alex did his best to center it be- 
tween them. “Okay, girls, you're exactly 
even; so no sudden movements. I'm 
gonna let go.” 

“Hey, guys, we'll take it from here!” 
Terri assured us, smiling. They started 
slowly grinding their hips, getting the feel 
of it. A good 12 inches of the thing was 
still exposed. 

“Ready?” Rhonda asked her friend. 

“You bet,” Terri panted. “Now!” 

Alex and I watched in awe as their love- 
ly pussies seemed to visibly relax. Closing 
their eyes and gritting their teeth, they 
gently pushed into each other, and a full 
six inches of the shaft disappeared. 
“Ohhh, Terri!” Rhonda gasped. “Ohhh 
.-. if only it would moye around like the 
real thing. 

“Yeah 
whined. 
insides. 
Rhonda called back to her. 


-m-m-m...yeah,” — Terri 
nd squirt hot stuff in our 


“Okay, 


let’s get the rest of this thing.” 

Without waiting, she hunched her torso 
up and fell back on the shaft, which disap- 
peared into her dripping cunt in a moist, 
squishing stroke. Her body catapulted 
into convulsive, orgasmic contractions, 
and the eager lips of her pussy swallowed 
more and more of the rubber device. 

Terri hadn't backed off, but I could see 
that she was having a lot of trouble ac- 
cepting the final portion of her half, and 
Rhonda's crazy movements were trans- 
mitting painful shock waves. 

“Ouch...oh...ow!” Terri yelped, 
her breathing coming in short, painful 
bursts. “Rhonda...I can’t do it. It 
hurts.” 

Rhonda's orgasm peaked, descended 
and ceased. She finally acknowledged 
Terri's cries of despair. “You can do 
Just relax and go soft and cushy inside. 

Terri began rotating her hips, carefully 
at first and then with more confidence. 
“Oh, oh... oh. . . yes!" she wailed, slow- 
ly yet firmly pushing back. The cheeks of 
her perfect ass bounced against Rhon- 
da’s tight buns as the dildo vanished. 
Reaching orgasm, Terri manipulated the 
tool inside her shuddering body, and her 
contortions caused the other end to 
whiplash inside Rhonda's horny cunt, 
making her come again. 

After about ten minutes the girls— 
completely drenched with sweat and 
pussy juice—finally quicted down and be- 
came still. With the dildo completely im- 
paled in their cunts, there was no way to 
declare a clear-cut winner. 

Still on their hands and knees, the girls 
pulled forward, and the dildo plopped 
out of their cunts. Obviously not totally 
satisfied by 16 inches of rubber, they 
rolled onto their backs and spread their 
legs invitingly. 

Alex and I tore off our clothes and 
mounted the two hottest chicks on cam- 
pus. I sank my stiff cock deep inside the 
tightest and wettest cunt my aching prick 
had ever explored. While I furiously 
pumped away, I looked over and saw 
Alex and Rhonda going at it with reckless 
abandon. Before long Alex and I shot 
our loads, but the girls begged for more. 
So we traded partners and went into our 
respective bedrooms, where we sucked 
and fucked until the sun came up. 

x oe o# 

A couple of days later Rhonda and 
Terri moved in, and it’s been tough for us 
to hit the books at night with those two 
sexpots around. Now we take turns mak- 
ing it with each of them, sometimes we 
have full-fledged orgies, and when Alex 
and I are too pooped to pop, we watch 
the girls go to it. 

Needless to say, we're the envy of every 
guy in school... and probably a lot of 
HUSTLER readers as well e 
JUNE HUSTLER 
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SLAVE AUCTION 


(continued from page 39) 


gain James's trust. He began to open up, 
but there were still several rooms that 
were off limits. One day James said that 
the girl I had seen on my first visit had 
asked if she could be my slave. Her name 
was Toni, and she was worth at least 
$50,000 in a sale, but he would give her 
to me along with her ownership papers. I 
asked how a price could be put on a 
human being. 

James explained that there were places 
in this country where human slaves are 
actually auctioned on the block. He said 
that auctions were held every other year 
in L.A, and San Francisco and that I was 
in luck, as one was scheduled at the Cha- 
teau within the week. But the more ques- 
tions I asked, the more he backed off 

Toni, however, was now mine, I was 
given a “servitude contract,” which she 
was required to sign. The document 
(laden with misspellings and the like) read 
in part: J shall obey the Grandmaster, mas- 
ters including my own should I have same, 
free persons, respect all rules including those 
that are specifically drawn for me, and all 
commands and directives issued to me by any 
of person of authority or free status. I affirm 
my contract to the Order of Roissy by my sig- 
nature hereto and fully understand the basic 
principal of the Order is that owned slaves are 
the same as any other animal which is owned. 
The act of signing my contract is my last act as 
anything other then an owned animal. My re- 
turn to a status other then animal must be 
judged and approved by the authorities of the 
Order of Roiss: 

To celebrate, I purchased Toni a new 
gray-leather collar and leash, and took 
her out for dinner. The maitre d’ didn’t 
bat an eyelash, Toni told me she had 
taught school but was having psychologi- 
cal problems. A friend recommended a 
psychiatrist, who told her that she was a 
born submissive and that she should re- 
lease these innermost feelings. Then the 
doctor recommended James and the 
Chateau for therapy 

She'd been there ever since, According 
to Toni, a lot of the slaves were seeing the 
same psychiatrist, and James paid the 
bills. Slaves were kept in the Chateau and 
held for sale to masters from all over the 
world. The slaves were selected by James 
nd some other masters, picked up at bus 
stations, Hollywood Boulevard and tran- 
sient houses, and provided clothing, 
food, shelter and entertainment. But 
they were screened to make sure they had 
no family or friends before they we 
sold. 

The next evening was auction night at 
the Chateau, I recognized several movie 
personalities and a professional athlete 
among the buyers. The slaves-shackled, 
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collared and chained—were brought into 
the center of the lounge 

Sir James read the rules of the auction 
The girls were then led off to various 
rooms. They tied to. chairs, 
stretched on the rack, suspended from 
the ceilings by chains and ropes. The buy- 
ers cruised the merchandise and then 
stayed with their choices. James visited 
each room, demonstrating the slaves’ ca- 
pabilities and pain thresholds. 

One girl stretched on a cross was 
turned head down, and nipple clamps 
were applied to her breasts and labia 
Tears flowed as she tried not to scream. 
The clamps were tightened one notch ata 
time as the onlookers watched in rapt at- 
tention. Then a scream pierced the si- 
lence as her limit was reached, The 
clamps were removed, and the bidding 
began with silent gestures—a nodding of 
the head. Since I wasn’t a buyer, I was 
asked to leave the room. 

I wandered through the house and saw 
other forms of torture. One of the girls 
had been out-of-line and had been struck 
in the face by a buyer. 

A tight-fitting leather hood that laced 
up the back and contained a mouth plug 
was used on most of the male slaves. The 
penis and testicles were then subjected to 
a heavy beating with a cat-o’-nine-tails by 
a mistress. In addition, penises were tied 
with ropes and the ropes drawn tightly 


were 


never went back. 


oyer the shoulders and down the back, 
and as many as 20 clothespins wer 
clamped to the shaft 

A girl was brought to one room and 
made to stand nude in front of the buy- 
ers. She had two gold rings in her nipples 
James then placed her on the rack and 
spread her thighs. Two gold rings, one 
piercing each labia, were then joined. 

James now was conducting business in 
the hall. I could hear the mention of 
Swiss francs and the conversion factor 
He nodded his head as he took a brief- 
case from one man. A girl of about 18 or 
19 who had obviously been drugged was 
then led out of the room with handcuffs 
and black hood down to a waiting limo. 
The windows of the Chateau were lined 
with lead foil to prevent the use of bug- 
ging equipment, but I pulled back the foil 
and observed the waiting car. 

After everyone had left, James ex- 
plained that most of the sales were made 
the following day by telephone. He'd 
been drinking, and his tongue was loose. 
He spoke of an orphanage in Mexico 
where children were groomed for slavery 
and shipped worldwide. 

A couple of days later I phoned James, 
but Toni answered and warned me. A re- 
cent story I had published containing my 
photograph and name had been seen by 
James. She said my life was in danger. I 
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the UNUSUAL CRAVE. 
KINKY? YES. 


BLAZE PASCALL and a 
cast of several! 
Filmasturbation in excel- 
lent color, large titties in 
the shower getting mas- 
saged, muffs, 

sucked to completion. 


If you only BUY ONE, BUY 
THIS ONE, 1d buddy! 
For the iget-minded, 
this gives more meat- 
stroking action, oral inter- 
change and fine fucks for 


your hard-on bucks. 
TION, SPLASH! F-2( 


-FULL-COLOR 
-HARD-CORE SEX 
z Fee P.3 


Guaranteed HARD-CORE ACTION fills each of these three 
ONE-HOUR FULL-COLOR FULL-SOUND TRIPLE-XXX EROTIC PRE- 

_ VIEW TAPES. Guaranteed not to be a rip-off or your money back! 
Each tape contains explicit previews of 16 of the world’s hottest 
X-rated movies. Among the erotic superstars you'll see are: BAMBI 
WOODS, SAMANTHA FOX, TIFFANY CLARK, VERONICA HART, 
ANNETTE HAVEN, BRIDGET MONET, SEKA, SHARON MITCHELL, 
JOHN HOLMES, GEORGINA SPELVIN, JESIE ST. JAMES, SERENA, 
CAROL DODA, LISA DE LEEUW, RON JEREMY, RHONDA JO PETTY 
and plenty more! Round-the-world action in a kinky collection of 
Erotic climaxes! 


ONLY THE 

ORALLY-ORIENTED will 
fully appreciate how 
GREAT OUR BRUNET 
BITCH WENDY is at EAT- 

| (NG JOHN HOLMES’ HUGE 
you-know-what. WITH 
plenty of FRIENDS. 


LATIN LOVER MARIA TOR- 
TUGA gets it ON with 
blond CONNIE PETERSON 
| and dudes delighting in 
ORAL SEX, 69, STAFF 

| MEETINGS and young 
love at its heat. 


Blond Mary Simon, love 
her, likes men in uniform; 
sucks COP COCK and 


orgyizes her friends JO 
FEIDSEE, GENE, GIANO 
and more. HARD RE- 
VENGE! 


Some ladies will try any- 
thing for satisfaction. 
ELLEN NORTH wants it 
WEIRD, DIRECT from KINK 
CITY. SHE'S ORALLY AL- 
MOST PERFECTION. 
ORGIASMISTIC! 


CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-421-7251 
FOR VISA OR MASTERCARD USE ONLY 
R R DEPT. HV 138 
2326 Cotner Ave., Los Angeles, CA 90064 
Add $5.00 per order for handling & postage. 
Calif. residents add 612% Sales Tax. 
OFFER VOID IN CANADA 


x 
Signature ‘certify | am over 19 years of age. 
Name 
Address = 
City State Ze 
O charge my credit card as follows: (1 MasterCard CVISA 
Card # Exp. Date 
OBeta OVHS 
OF-A13 OF-17 OF-21 
oe OF-4 
Ope3 OF-15 i 
OF-16 OF-20 OF-24 


O Please send free illustrated brochure 


his 
th bit 
in 


Get turned on by phone when | 
give your permission to have sex 
your way. Call me, Pleasure, or one 

of my girl friends, or guys at 


G 1-901-454-6026 
SATISFACTION Free _____Free 
GUARANTEED Sexy swingers girls, guys, 


SEANY couples names and phone 
numbers in your area call Tasha 
1-901-323-9401 
P.0. Box 22715 Memphis, TN 38122 


Outrageous 
PHONE 


SEX 


I specialize in 
L 2-Girl sex. 


é Call me now! 
VISA/MC/AMEX 
\ 


Swing Line 
GET OFF 
OVER THE PHONE 
You will get LIVE Sex talk with 
ARILYN CHAMBERS SAYS: Candy and her sexy friends 
“1f You Buy Tapes Anywhere as often as you like. 


, ditt 42-page book of revealing photos 
Else, You're Getting Screwe New and LIVE numbers monthly 


Send in $4.00 for our newest Z CALL NOW 
catalogue and I'll send you 4 1-618-332-6400 


FREE GIFT from ME!!!" a PO BOX 1660 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


Marilyn's personalized products available. — ‘ 5 * Club 
SES FROM WING 
A NEW RELEASES ERY vs . NAMES, PHONE NUMBERS, 
ab: ve ex. ; PLUS ADDRESSES 
AND PERSONAL ADS 
OF SWINGING GIRLS’, GUYS, 
COUPLES & BI'S 
IN YOUR AREA 
ANXIOUS TO MEET YOU 
CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6060 


PO BOX 1770 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


it tames the sexy, big 
blonde’s pussy! émm 
Code 13004 $29.95. Super 
Brnm Code 13912 $29.95, 
Super &mm Sound Code 


ano S095, 18s Jong 2° ONI'SAUTTERTLY Our grat 1OUS DROPS-Sps 
any | ekindtvines torr Npresweagamatandpuey ex ay Krew Auge” tubPNpmphonanc 6d 
Y —See Texas's | Code 05199 $14.95 and it vibrates her to orgasms! thick and 14" long! Code 01180 On Drops make it all happen! 
answer to Long Dong as Code 04003 $14.95, $16.95 AEA Code IERIE, 
he seaes the modal to | & SUPER DONG igen anid novao n 3 EXTAS mare 
death! mim Code 320 | ea atone’ Cote HER 10" Ol Yt Thebeud vbalosand inoegg The utmale device to Fealy 


$29.96, Super 8mm Code 
13219 $2995. Super émm | S095 
Sound Code 182753898. | 3 SUPER sruD—I wages 
GET BOTH robes het ha wet pay Code 
“uONG DONG” | Bisa gaas 
& "MOBY DICK” 
‘ON ONE. CAR 


ploase the hungriest of them! 


Code 09707 $9.8 


Sof, covered with 


moans, | gus Meta Suan saat 
BETA 1 CODE 13938 Code 1079 $0.96 Peay oser6 495 


95 ENTERTAINMENT 
a aay Three devices for 
E herelit you cock and any as! 

alltime favorite about the | Code 07620 $1388, (6008598 or Oz Code 51 
red heryoung pussy doing beri 
Hal mm Code ioe | § DELUXE HIACULATOR 

per arm Code | Su sand sqvecnes 
16016 $298. Super &mm | Your cock spt you soot tall 
Sound Code 18004385. 


t The de- 


Justa few gran and 
hell do things she newer did! 
Code 08243 $4.95 
=#* long 


a handy, com- 
pact, portable 
projector 
perfect 

for bed 

and motels! 


SZ a) 


* CODE 00216 


atthe base does to! Youe in 
tide! Code 0169 $1095, 


feolsand looksaliw and actual 


two heads for double fun that 
bends all ways for pleasure! 
Code 06596 $895 (Not Shown) 


eautyewingstoundandround 
itsideberfor non top orgasms 
Code 08272 $4.95. 


Iyating didoprick and show 28, cLIT 
them all endless love! Code 
168 $1888. 


Tri 


A Personal & Confidential Service! 


Here's an invitation to enjoy the sexual experiences and erotic adventures you've 
always dreamed of...through this exclusive 
guarantees your privacy and your total personal satisfaction! 


‘plain brown package” service that 


‘make it foe real as you cum! 
Code o7120 $4895. 
Vibmles, 24, SPUR 


j RURIOUS HYPNO-FLLIS  rageous! Code 03772 $3.95 
= 


wiggles round inside! Code 08041 $5 01 Code 
(0972 $17.98 (Not Shown) wp 989688750, 
1, DOUELEDONG—Yesithas PILL Ea $595 Suckeswoet 


foes! Coda 08570 $7 80 


ifyou want lan thoveexta 
‘aistying minutes, this is 


WUCKLER-This 6" Code 04036 $885. 


Space 
age pleaser that goes in small 
and gets bigger and kinker! 
DN-Suponthisy- Code 04945 $1895 

Sura this 
on the base of your cock and 
Waichitbanghherhot lit Code 
63971 695, 


reaming, lactating 
boobs. Code 02007 $595, 


Haitless 


ier pussies! Code 08004 $895, 


livery man really gives | anditnbes on ssucton-cup 4 $v —ltyouwantio plusSgreatatachmentsetyou£GG-Onental pleasure egg 

them all—sucking and | Daseloreallyprobehersnatch! getyourrocksofitslikethebest give every assthe pleasure or throbs and gets hot inside her! BOOBS The bigguatand bold 
Mdoigteabn Cone | Code Opi Siea5 BowpbevedCodeO05N82985 pamniineeds(CodeOOSOSR85 Code 820251895 est Code 02768 895: 

14900 $29.95, Super mm - 

Code 14310 $29.55, Super NG 2° 

fmm Sound Code 14828 16 20, i] 


tine Products, Inc., P.O, Box 6400, Newtown, CT 06470 Dept. MP101: 
Please rusty me the items listed below. | have enclosed my check, money order 

‘r charge info plus $1.95 per item to cover postage and handling, (Connecticut 
rosidents add sales tax). My order will ative discreetly packaged and | may return 

it within 7 days for a rofund if not totally satisfied, 


‘CANADIANS! Products except 03368 and 03772) able o you om TLC 
Markning, Inc. PO on 722 Niagara Fal, On L2E6VS, Panne add 2585 o 
frees sown (al ano $59) ls 230 PAH ete 
Fosigonts add sales ax ) AR one's are shipped om whi Canada. 
{may return my order with 7 days ns compel sashes | 
PRICE 
TOTAL ENCLOSED: |= 


PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT CLEARLY)! 
NAME 
SIGNATURE (Lam over 18 yoars of aged 


ADDRESS 


HUSTLERHONEY FREE 
LORETTA PHONE 
SEX 


24 HOURS 
A DAY 


“Drop me a line!” 


(213) 976-1616 
(213) 976-8989 


cat ANAL ALICE 
re REAR 


Meet your ideal 
lover today!! 
Hundreds of 
beautiful, excit- 

ing women are 
waiting to 

meet you!! 

Call Suzy anytime 


MC/VISA/AE - FREE long-distance call backs 


(818) 506-8824 


vv vv 
1-203-886-5501 


CHICAGO, ILL, 
(312) 454-9267 
HOUSTON, TEX. ae. ATLANTA, GA. 
7 (713) 650-9244 oS (404) 432-4160 
ithi i LOS ANGELES, CAL. SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 
within a 30 day period. (213) 859-8590 : (415) 362.3118) 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
(215) 925-2168 
SEATTLE, WASH. KANSAS CITY, MO. 
(206) 467-6655 A (816) 474-1361 
MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. \ 
r (612) 338-7028 
We accept MasterCard and ROR a 
Visa or send Money Order (602) 252-0119 
to: (313) 949-6840 
DENVER, COL. 
(303) 623-4214 
ROCKVILLE, MD. 
(301) 933-2690 
P.O. Box 466 


Norwich, CT 06360 


ea. in quantity. 
60-minute cassettes 
featuring hours of 
hardcore sex! 12 
assorted volumes. 
available. 0 1 for 
20, O 6 for $28. 


BACH 
IN 
QUANTITY 


aol 1 


ayo 


Gets sie 


for $18 ae 12 for $28 Ov AILI6 for: 


tems ind: 
Money Order (Check, as a Eymentin 
OGC.O.D. Fenclose $5 extraas d lus $3 P&H, 
‘orders payable in U.S, func No tore 
ss. Note: We specialize Canadian orders. Add 
Wri ior lat Class Postage. Specify Cl> VHS. Cle Beta 


‘Apot 


1N, 
OMANTINY. 
GUARANTLUD, 
pprax. AV: hes 
total viewing 


Timeoryour 
MONEY BACK! 


O One$20_O + Two$28 O Special 
O7 Fours39 Or Six855 C7 All Eight $68 
“Gee MATIAE AD TO ONDEN- CHECK PRuGES a STLECTIONS 


OES Dept 4-65 
P.O, Box M-827, Gary, Indiana 4640: 
[NUEM items Indicated | Enclose § 
oa 


35 
Sisco treme $5 Eva Pus ttn Hcg 
‘ADD $3 FOR POsTAGI LING, 

PLEASE SPECIFY: Cl v WHS Cl v BETA 

NAME (Print) 

ADDRESS/APT. 

cury. 

STATE/ZIP 


SIGNATURE/AGE/OATE 
‘Am Over 19 Years of Age and Request Thi 


USIQUENIDEOGOEN. Michigan Nve:, Suite 1010-29190, Chicago. ILODOIT 


DOMINANCE OVER 
THE PHONE! 


by Bitch Goddess 


ANNETTE 
“Are you good enough 
tobe my telephone 
‘slave? | want to hear 


THE ULTIMATE IN 
ORAL PHONE SEX 


The mistress of 
pleasure. (f 
ALL SPECIALTIES! VISA) MC/ AE 


(415) 775-6925 


SOUTHERN EXPOSURE (o: the unst- 
tached marriage minded and fun lving. Girls in all South- 
exn States guaranteed. Call Toll Free 1-800-821-6136 


TINA : (212) 245-6222 


7 days-24 hours MASTERIVISA only 
PRE-PAYMENT: 3 calls for $100. Send check or 
M.0.to PA. Inc. P.O. Box 1098 N.Y. 10101 


iLLAME A CHARA! 1-312-989-4816 iCualquier Tiempo 
para encountrar amigas sexuales Ahora! 


CUM 
SLAVE 
CALL YOUR 
MISTRESS NOW! 


MEN! WANT SEXY MAIL? Send $2, name and address 

to Mail Box 7425-LA, Chicago, Illinois 60680, Must be DOWN ON YOUR 
21 or older. KNEES FOR 
VIRGIN? Meet HOT women who want to teach you the T 

pleasures of oral/anal sex and light B&D. Call Kristi for ui f SATISFACTION 


your direct contacts! 1-312-262-6900. = 
serraes haves 


ESCORTS UNLIMITED Woven thst A y Di 
ae i, ee Picci! only! Girls apply wf AE % 7196 25-24 a1 


ie ALL ms08 creer caRDs accERTED 
HAVE A SEXY GIRL CALL YOU TODAY! Send $1, name, 


phone number and best time to call to Lynn, Box 405-FC, 
‘Wilmette, IL 60091. No credit cards, no outrageous fees. 


$15 DAWN’S PHONE FUCK! Kinky 


I Specialize 
in Phone Sex 
With 
Married Men 


coeds meres] anything. All Major credit cards. 
415-931-8421 


(MEN! HAVE FUN! MAKE MONEY! Provide special intimate 
services to ladies who request and pay for it. Details, $2. 
Special Services, Box 210-H, Ft. Lauderdale FL 33302 


CINDY'S HOT TA 4) fat 1897 $17 
VISA, M/C, AMEX. Ten hot phatos $20. 


‘SHE-MALES! Experience the best of both worlds. Garter 
Belts-Spiked Heels-Raw Excitement! Direct contacts 
across the nation! Call Selena at 1-312-262-9800. 


$17 BEST PHONE! w/c, visa 
24 Hr. HOT 2-Girl Call $35. (415-558-8222 


Your wife can’t possibly do for you what I 

will. You wouldn't dare talk to her about the 

‘subjects we'll get into. No taboos between 

you and me. And the unusual techniques 
J use will excite you beyond belief. 


wa) |CALL AMY 212-307-5570 


24 HOURS MASTER/VISA 


Heavy 
bury 
vacuum 
ULB 
UILDS UP 
‘AMAZING 


AMOUNT enue! 
OF SUCTION “A CLEAR 
acryue 
CYLINDER] 
SURE SEAL 

tg 


‘check 
VALVE 
ASSURES 
SUSTAINED 

‘SUCTION 


2 IEEOS NO 
_ RUBBER 
— GASKET 


SIMPLY APPLY 
LUBRICANT FOR PERFECT BOND, 


Have you ever envied men who had tre- 
mendous penis dimensions? ... erect 
measurements of 8, 9, even 10 inches? 
Many devices have been put on the market 
to massage, exercise and enlarge the male 
penis, but none comes close to the 
MEASURE-X. We gladly stack our 
product against any other enlarger on the 
market, regardless of price. Even electric 
models costing $60 and more. And to back 
up our claim we give you something no 
other company dares to give you — a 
money back guarantee with 10-day free 
trial. Amazing offer. . . amazing product. 
Won't she be surprised & delighted when 
she sees the new you? 

ADD $1 POSTAGE & HANDLING 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Ten-day trial offer. Full refund if you don't find 
the MEASURE-X produces the greatest 
suction and most pleasurable enlargement 
massage of any enlarger on the market, regard: 
less of price 


Send To: VICTOR PRODUCTS, Dept Hu-96 
11a, Vose St., North Hollywood, CA Hee) 


TIN CALIF. ADD 617% SALES TAK © PLEASE PRINT. 


Name. 


ALL ORIGINAL ¢e UNCUT 
HOTTEST & WETTEST 


VIDEO - X° PIX 


AS LOW AS $40.00 EACH 


IN QUANTITY. 


ats (FSU 


When ordering 2 or more you will receive 
FREE a 1 HR. “BEST OF” VIDEO*X-PIX Video... 


VX-16 
1-$65.00EA. 2-$55.95EA. 3-5$45.95EA. 6 OR MORE $40 EA. 


ALSO LASER ___ DISC 


Now Video Disc owners can enjoy original uncut fuck and suck full-length 
features, at /ess than retail prices. As low as $79.95 ea. All 4 for $195.00 


10-2 
Your Satisfaction Guaranteed 
We guarantee every magazine, film and videotape to be genuine hard-core showing full 
insertion, action and climax or your money back. 


Postage & Handling Charges of $4.00 per order must be added 


i 1 
1 CANYON VIDEO Hus.6s INDICATE ITEMS DESIRED } 
| 5909 Melrose Ave., Suite 285 COVHS TAPE CIBETA CILASER DISC ; 
1 Hollywood, Calif. 90038 ! 
t VKIG VX-220 102 : 
‘ Name. VX-40 VX9 C 10-5 0 1 
t Vk70 VX-160) LD-9 C1 1 
{Ades VX-80 VX-I70 (0.140 4 
4 city State Zip Mahe : 
| METHOD OF PAYMENT.) CHECK [1 VISA Sa ! 
| CIMASTERCARD MONEY ORDER H 
In Calif, Add 6/59 Te 1 
| cord # Exp. . cee i 
! Post, & Hand. (See Above 
| soronre Post. & Hand. (See Above) § ' 
1 
+ | am over 19 yors of age and request this material. feet H 
a a J 


LIMITED OFFER! 


ONLY $3.00 EACH 


IN QUANTITY 


Ty 


Because of limited quantities 
substitutions may be necessary. 


We guarantee every magazine, film & vi 
genuine hard-core showing full insertion, 


Postage & Handling Cha 
per order must be 
No Canadian or 


CANYON VIDEO Hu6-85 
5909 Melrose Ave., Suite 285 
Hollywood, Calif. 90038 


(je A Se SS 

‘Rd, 

City State 

INDICATE ITEMS DESIRED [) VHS H 

M60 MISC M9 O } 

M-5 M-3 M150) 

M100) M-1 C)  M-23L 

METHOD OF PAYMENT CICHECK (VISA 
MASTERCARD] MONEY ORDER 

Cord # 

Exp. 

Order Amt $ 

In Calif. Add 6% Tox $ 

Post. & Hand. (See Above) $ 

Total $ 

Signature: 


Jam over 19 years of age and request this material. 


What You 
REALLY Need 
Call Me. NOW! 


714/250. = 


2 13/868-9380 


or Credit Cards or Pre-Pay 


HUSTLER HO 
ROXAWNE 


ANNOUNCING 
‘THE ULTIMATE PHONE 
SERVICE IN HOLLYWOOD 


Hi, we're a group o 
college girls (18+) 
working our way thru 
School by talking with mer 
on the telephone about our 
hot sexy experiences, and 
desires, 
P.8. Wouldn't it be fun to 
talk with 2 of us girls at the 
‘same time? We love hot. 
sexy, dirty talk! 
MASTERCARD/VISA ACCEPTED 


CALL 213-651-0825 


(ee ae 
K 3 
CRS 


& 
i) 
= 


then we'll call you I 
we guarantee 
SATISFACTION Il 


24 HOURS MCIVISA : 


oe ee ee ee ee ee ee 
% 


eee U: -714.261- 1116 J 


CANDID 
CHEERLEADERS 


lUnposed color shots 
of real cheerleaders 
in action. 


Sample $3 — Set $11 


CHA 
P.O, Box 20557EF | 
Denver, CO 80229 


NEW JERSEY 
COLLEGE GIRL 
wants to sell you her 
panties ($6.00) and 
meet horny guys. 
Send for my panties 
and I'll include an 
autographed 

picture of myself 
and a horny 


P.O. Box 1550, 
Cherry Hill, NJ 
08003 


ISTRESS 
Rox NNE 


fetish \e domination 
D ane 


(i F2e 


AIS 929-6963 
Ale call now 


CUMS COMPLETE with 
batteries and a top-o!- 
therline VIBRATOR and 
a HOST OF ACCES- 
SORIES: a veined penis 
sleeve, anal sleeve, 
vaginal sieeve, nipple 
sleeve, ROMP ALL 
NIGHT with this KINKY 
BOX OF TRICKS. The 
vibrator is 7” plus 
sleeves! Orgy onward! 


Give her a 110 Volt charge. 
Just plus this eight-inch 
electric plunging penis- 
= shaped vibrator into the 
| wall — and watch her 
| climb the walls, Soft-latex 
1 covering a ribbed, sprinay 
4 go-getter. Get this and get 
= her going! 


PETER 


NYMPHO POWER 


& 


A multi-speed, soft latex vibe in the shape 
of a penis? Yes! How Long! Try 

TEN INCHES! The aptly-named CHAMP 
does it LONG AND STRONG, and it does 
it DEEP. Bulbous base contains control. 
Batteries not included, But what the heck. 
PLUNGE! 


Get the party off to a terrific 
start! Add a splash of spice to 
the proceedings...then, pro- 
ceed! Our most famous 
SPANISH FLY drops in an 
assortment of flavors. They'll 
make her hotto-trot! They're all 
you'll ever need 


‘Are you in for some FUN! A 
ew process and heavy- 
duty construction creates 
CANDY, with exciting new 
skin textures and enormous 
firm breasts, hard nipples, 
‘open mouth, ready pussy, 
wiling ass. You won't be- 
lieve it til you fee! it, then 
you'll never let go. GET 
HER. GET DOWN. GET 
GOING! She stands 5' tal, 
blonde, blue-eyed and a real 
darling! 


Hit the road, Jack! This seven-inch 
jong, two-inch thick vibrator is a 
horney housewive's dream-cum- 
true. ACTION-PACKED Fat Jack 
vibrator gives you MULTI-SPEED 
CONTROL, pure latex, washable 
durability, But the main thing it gives 
is THICK GOBS OF GOOD TIMES. 
RAM IT! JAM IT! CRAM IT! Get it 
slick; do your trick. It's ahit for those 
extra-horney hours when only a FAT 
ONE will do what needs to be done. 
(Batteries not included.) 


Try it, you'll cream 
all over it. Made of 
lifelike latex, it has 
a little motor built-in 
that'll shake your 
socks off! Press the 
squeeze ball pump 
and pump up for 
some real fun, Re- 
quires two AA bat- 
teries, not included. 
Prepare for a 
BLAST! 


CUM inside the tight 
Pussy, or cum inside the 
‘anal Opening. Use @ 
finger, use a prick, or turn 
it around—anal side up— 
and use your fist! The 
FIST FUCKER is built for 
the MULTIPLE PLEAS. 
URE APPROACH, Deep 
Inside is a powerful 
VIBRATOR; throbbing and 
buzzing, FIST FUCKER is. 
an erotic dream-machine. 
THROBS LIKE THE 
REAL THING! 


What's the worst thing that can happen. 
when you're SUPER-HORNY, SUPER-HOT, 
and SUPER-READY for a long night of ter- 
fife lovemaking? That's right..ou shoot 
that fantastic load of cum before your 
beautiful lady has even gotten started! 
ERECTALL has been developed and 
specially formulated by sex scientists to put 
the punch back in your penis...and keep it 
there! Designed to desensitize your dong, 
you'll be able to fuck all night 


199A 


This is a SIXPAC of, 
penis. add-ons (put- 
‘ns, t00) that'l bring, 
a smile to your face, 
her face and anyone 
else watching, Soft, 
pricklystickly condom. 
like sleeves that are 
KINKY to the look 
and FUNKY to the 
fool, Multi-colored, 
multHfingered fun, 


MAN ~~ SUPER 
STUD DUKE HANDLER STUD 


| 


| | 


s WwW 


This bottle of fifty cap- 
sules will catapult you 
into your passionate 
BEST! A discovery of they 
Orient, this substance 
was once available only I 
to royalty. Treat yourself 
like a king, Command 
sexual intensity at will. 
Dare to try it, 


Put SOME FUN IN YOUR SEX LIFE! These | 
hol vibrators are the LIFE OF THE PARTY. 

Each is flexible, yet strongly-rigid, natural- 
shaped and ready for ANY KINKY KIND OF 
[ACTION you want—or she wants! Lettto-nght 
THE MANHANDLER is a thick prick-shaped 
vibrator with stimulating prongs at the big 

found base, THE DUKE is thinner, with a nice 
bulb base (i's great for those tighter places); 
THE STUD is longer, with a smaller bulb base 
land an are-up shape that'll send a thril to 

the right places. The SUPER STUD is thick, [J 
carved and ridged near the base. I 


259KR 259HR 259GR 259YR | 


(7 VIBRATESI!! IT 
SQUIRMSI!! IT 
SCREWS!!! GEE! IT 
GETS ME OFFI It's a 
seven-inch penisclike 
vibrator on soft, life-like 
latex, A ROCKET RIDE 
TO ORGASM CITY. 
Remote-controlled, battery 
‘operated, multi-speed 
What the fuck more do. 
you want? GO PLAY! 


Present it to her in this elegant, cut- 
glass-style lucite gift case, nested in red 
Velvet. These sensuous Ben Wa balls 
will give her the sex secret of the cen- 
turies: two heavy metal globes swirling 
inside her vagina, offering orgasmic 
delight. 


237B 


CALL TOLL FREE 


1-800-421-7251 


FOR VISA OR MASTERCARD USE ONLY 
ERIK IMPORTS 


2326 Cotner Ave., Los Angel 


les, CA 90064 Dept. HU 138 


Add $3.00 per order for handling & postage. 


Ci 


residents add 6%% Sales Tax. 


OFFER VOID IN CANADA 


x 


Signature Tcertity 
Name 
Address 
City__ 
charge my credit card as follows: 
Card No 


174D 
405N 
266U 
401F 


$15.00 
$12.00 
$25.00 
$12.00 


277R 
272D 
152G 


State. 


Tam over 19 years of age 


Zip. 
MasterCard 


Exp. Date — 
199A 
401D 
237B 
190B 
2278 
259KR $12.00] 
259HR $12.00 | 
259GR $12.00 
2sevr $12.00 1 


$40.00 
$23.00 
$20.00 


Please send free illustrated brochure, 


cUNTO F XUAL 
orrstersas te , |ATTRACTANT 
ish. 29 EA Use like cologne. Just 
id % a dab makes you 
exude male sexuality 
from every pore. 


3 |Women won't know 
why, but will be 


range. #7089 


2 oz. BOTTLE 
(90 DAY SUPPLY) 


p ALL MALE STUFF * ALL MALE STUFF @ ALL MALE STUFF ¢ ALL MALE STUFF * ALL MALE STUFF 
‘THEBOYS OF VENKE 


DIV TIV © 44NLS STV TV © d4NLS FIV TIV e 


#4203 #4204 #4205 


$7ea. ¢ 3 for $19 © 6 for $35 @ 9 for $49 e 12 for $59 


oe _~ 
REG.—#5190 REG.—#5192 REG.—#5194 
SUPER—#5191 SUPER—#5193 SUPER—#5195 


REG.—#5198 REG.—#5200 
SUPER—#5199 SUPER—#5201 


NOT NECESSARILY EXACT TITLE SHOWN. 
ORDER SEVERAL WITH NO DUPLICATIONS. 


YOUR CHOICE OF ONE OF THE ABOVE 
SUPER 8mm MOVIES wuenyousuy FOR OMY... 


OUR EXCLUSIVE $5888 
DYNAMITE PM-5 = 
SUPER 8mm TABLE Broisater Alone 
MODEL PROJECTOR = °*" 8®° Value 
Not a toy, but a high quality, precision movie 
machine manufactured in one of Italy's leading 
optical factories, Bright, clear image up to 24”. 
oO Plugs into household current. Runs cool & quiet. 


Self threading, easy to 
, MAIL MART, INC., Dept.HU-96 
BOX 505 e VAN NUYS, CA 91408 


STOCK #5044 
ALSO list Stock # of 
tne film you choose. 


1 Double for Air Mail 


lame 


14ST DECK: $4 EA, ADD'L DECK: $3 


| Zip. 


Method of Payment (5% surcharge on Bank Cards) 
check QMO visa Gc 


! 

' 

tN 

! = 
¥ addr 

5 Add —— ——__ ———_ 
i 

1 — 
I 

1 

1 

1 


Card 4 


Exp. Date 
Postage & 
Handling 


Total 


#1037 #4027 #4028 
NAKED GIRLS NAKED BOYS ‘HOT ACTION LESBIANS 


SEE BACK COVER 


Name 

Address 
Cys 
State/Zip a 
Card # z — 
Expiration Date 

List titles by name and amount 


Sub Total 
Shipping & Handling__$5.00 
NY res. add 8 1/4% salestax_—— 


TOTAL. 


Signature (No order shipped without signature 
Certitying legal age) 


Enclosed is ()}Check |)Money Order 
OVISA (Mastercard 
Format: BETA (VHS 


‘Command Video Catalogue $5.00 
All tapes guaranteed 100% against detects, if 
returned within 10 days. All tapes are discreetly 
packaged and shipped by private courier (UPS) 

(Ou Must use stree! address, no P.O. box. Order 
5 of more tapes and shipping & handling are FREE 


HU6-85; 
1540 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 


— 


FREE PHONE SEX 


fs Hours appay 


“Give me 
aring!” 


(301) 976-1616 (215) 976 


‘8 year or olde fo cal. You pay S5¢ in same oreo code, Additonal 
toll charges may opply outside oreo code, 


VISA/MC/AMEX 
Ask for FREE Long 
Distance Call Back 


If YOU ARE HIGHLY SUSCEPTIBLE TO SEXUAL 
STIMULATION, CALL ME OR ONE OF MY FOXY 
GIRL FRIENDS. WE'LL SERVE YOU ANYWAY YOU 
LIKE IT, SO YOU'LL CUM AGAIN, . AND AGAIN! 


MASTERCARD/VISA ACCEPTED 


CALL 213-651-0820 


Fantasy Phone... 


THE ORIGINAL 
AND STILL #1 


TOLL FREE # 
1-800-521-7008 
if busy or you live in 


Michigan or Canada Call 
(313) 543-8500 


Discreet & Sensual 
— Hot Loving! 


Call with any phone request 
One of our sexy girls will 
immediately call you back. 


7 DAYS—24 saul 
Free Long-Distance 
CALL BACKS 


It’s just a phone call away. 
Live, not a recording; Call anytime 


(212) 809-4477 ® (314) 361-7117 = (213) 381-3191 


[SAIS AEWVWAIEN) 
vEW YORK’S 


Y ye 
“Wanna wateh me suck-off this 
~y little blond bitch, baby?” 


Julie, 


This Is the one you've been 
looking for, our girls love to 
swallow cum. Giving hot head Is 
our specialty, so If you enjoy a 
ruby-red pair of llps wrapped 
around your rod, this Is the 
phone sex service for you. 


My sexy friends and | want to make Jove to you 
nd share your wil $ 

mn untor 

call now and i 


GALL LAURA) 
(212) 741-0216 


(212) | RE “Newsaony anor 
CO NSIZ SIN TSI BS 
307-7829 


Passion For Bogdage 


ee Sd 


SS 


WCIVISAIAE 


BECOME MY SLAVE AND 
LL HAVE YOU FEEL THE 
ULTIMATE IN PLEASURE! 

1 Order You To Submit 

To Your Fetishes... 

Have The Power To, 


Fulfill Them All. 
ail Vy 
JK\ 


CALL MISTRESS LANA 
At Any Hour. Bill It To A Credit 
Card. She'll Pay The Phone Charges! — 


MAJOR CREDIT CARDS ACCEPTED. 


212-883-1070 


h eataerengeceer ers enor 

Puss Mistress Diana’s § 

nome \ DOMINANT: 
Beach Baby Practices PHONE SEX 
The Art Of Seduction! j\ 


| Want To Tease You 
With My Young Breasts 
And My Tight Pretty 
Pussy! 
Vl Try Anything, Any- 
time! Easy Pleasures 
Are A Phone Call Away. 
Ask For Me, I'll Be Your 
Nasty Girl. “Are youa 
slave to your 
fetishes? 


we, 


FREE Li Dist 

Cal Gack Call me IF YOU 

Use Major Credit Cards DARE forthe 
? punishment you 


* = _ deserve. 
KELLIE’S OF our aah 
LAS VEGAS “PHONE 
PHONE 

FETISHES 

(702) 739-1449 and make 
LIVE PHONE SEX you beg 

LAS VEGAS GIRLS DO IT BETTER! and scream 


24 HRS. 
VISA® MC, © AM. EXP. 


NO RESTRICTIONS, f 
OR LIMITATIONS y 


DOMINANCE 


for more.” 


(SSIS SSSSSS SSIS SSIS AIA IS SSIS SSIS SSIS SIPS PID 


a a ae 


) 
es St ds 828-8591 


JAJOR CREDIT CARDS 


DRIPPING COLk PaGETO 
MAKE YOUR COCK ROCK- 
HARD & READY! 


* Androst. ..The cologne thot puts 
‘women in heat and makes: Then want to 
suck and fuck you! 
* 1985 Porsche, Aros chonceto 
win his fabulous European sports car. 
The hottest deal on wheels 
+ $20. .00 Worth of Sex Aids! 
For only @ postage and handin 
ioe: Aspaca onorinent of pussy 
pleasing surprises! 
That's right! Jus il inthe cou- 
pon below and we'll rush you 
‘our newest catalog packed 
with hundeeds of red-hot 
magazines, fuck films, 
body ails and eun-filing 
vibes and dildoes. Plus 
FREE somple of Andros 
‘Magic Sexspot Game 
1985 Porsche 
Cente ry 

Sendin 
\_souponTol if 


F265 | 


Niagora Fall, 
PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT CLEARLY! 


NAME | 
SIGNATURE (am oer 18207 of ge) 
ADDRESS | 


GIRLS in ALL SO States! 
As Seen in Cheri, 
Adam & Oui! 


The Love Club, P.O. Box 59238 
Chicago, IL 60659 


SCANDAVIAN 


Videos’s (NTSC VHS), mags, 
films, guaranteed delivery. 
Largest selection—best prices. 
Send $4.00 (cash, check, MO) 
for regular mailing list & 
samples. Your contact: 


SCANDA EXPORT CO., 
Box 15300, Stockholm Sweden 
10465 


We'll Give You What You Want... Are Person.’ 
6 SEX’CITING CLUBS 


1-312-262-9801 ...Denise’s 
BI-SEXUAL girls are seeking 
free-thinking men to join 
them for 3-somes. 


Call Tracy 
‘to contact her 
Sex-Starved “Girls 
Next Door...” 


Take Your Pick 
Meet Sexy Girls Now! 
Names. Addresses & Phone Numbers 


SPOR IAA IIA II IR TOR IRI 
GET OFF LIVE 
$ ino TAPE) WITH 


: PORNO 
*‘ SUPER 
STARS 


MEN’S MAG 


tok 


MODELS, & OTHER 
GORGEOUS NYMPHOS, 
INCLUDING: 


PIII IA IIIA IA II IR ION 


Colleen Brennan 4 
Bridgette Monet Mistress Candice x 
Hyapatia Lee Becky Savage 
Mai Lin Jody Maxwell 
Juliet (‘‘Aunt Peg”) Anderson 

MANY MORE to cum! 


Candy Samples 


tok kK 


CUSTOM-POSED NUDE 
POLAROIDS YOU DIRECT * 
‘over the phone, of the girl 
you talked tol! 


GUARANTEED NO SUBSTITUTES! « 
NO fake ad photos, confusing multiple 
‘ads, or “free phonesex” recordings! | 
21 rave_men’s en 


FOI 


213-306-3508 ; 
213-306-3358 : 


FIR IIR IK II IIA IIIS 


PRIORI PIKE IK IKI III IKI IASI ISA IIIS IAAI ASIA IAC 


Melinda & her 

friends invite 

SINGLES to meet Fun-loving 
Swingers coast to coast. 


1-(312)-262-9030. 
NOT for couples only! 


All magazines are full color, uncen- 
sored hardcore & printed on the 
finest quality stock. Or your money 
back!! Also! If you're not com- 
pletely delighted, simply send back 
the merchandise within 10 days 
and receive full credit against future 


purchases! 


(664 N. Michigan Ave, Suite 1010-2MAO, Chicago, tl 60611 
Rush items indicated. 1 enclose #. plus $3 
PAH 11 Money onder) ¥ Check, as payment in 
full. C) # COD enclose $5 extra as deposit, plus $3 PSH. 
Canadians remik In US. funds. No foreign CODs. Please 
specify (1 ~ VHSor (]) BETA Magazine Prices [] ~1 
forss () ~6for$iz () -12forgi6 §[) 1 20for$20 


Cn Chega CP 0001 
rf cata eo A Sa FE Conudlane mitin Us ued No 
foreign CODs, Please specifyO VHS orQ) ~ BETA 


Apt. 


Address 
i 
State, 


Address. 


City, 


state 


Signature 


Signature 


§ DDD? DP? DP! ODP DDD DOLD 
§ _ CALLEASY 
901-327-8008 
CALL ME FOR SOME EROTIC 
LOVING OVER THE PHONE ; 
AND HAVE IT YOUR WAY. 
Pr A tol 
GIRLS, GUYS, COUPLES 
» & BI'S NAMES AND 
§ NUMBERS IN YOUR i 
§ AREA WHO WANTTO | 
MEET YOU. CALL EASY. 


901-327-8811 


al 


a 


P.O. BOX 22695, |S. 
MEMPHIS, TN 38122 ! 


PDP ODD LLP ONL 


1 
Pts Nn mati g | Somemononone sts 
el Sens ; STARVING 
LIVE! ' ay & all 
ACTRESS 


NEEDS TO EARN 


For! ‘0 gins 21 Mai £0 cassette 
d 010 2 $ 
ee et iva in 
EW! on for details: plicit BIOS: OVER THE PHONE 
i es @ 4 
ic newsletter gvES a info - 
oe col ro Ask for SUSIE 


~“PLLMAKE 
YOU CUM!” 


AND ENERGY 
BOOSTERS 
FOR 


250mg cal 
FASTLENE ... 250mg caf.| - 


VALENTINE . 250mg caf. COD * VISA ® MC 
$45. INDIANA AND INFO 
357 MAGNUM U'DONNA. | 100mg cat. =n OR MAIL ORDER 
REBEL 100 for $5.00 Pees CHK + MO-VISA= MC -coD 
EXCALIBUR H4.FLASH diet TAB 37.5mg PPALSO0-$15.00_ 1000-$25.00 BOR DYNAMICS INC 


| ADD $2.00 POSTAGE | Indianapolis, IN 46201 


BLUESPECK ..250mg cat.|15. FLASH TAB .....25mg ESlaoncy SAG GUARANTEE 


HOT PHONE SEX 


GET OFF OVER THE PHONE 
CALL OUR SEXY LADIES 
OR HAVE THEM CALL YOU 
EXCITING BOOK OF SEXY 
PHOTOS 


CALL NOW! 
1-618-875-6000 


P.O. BOX 513A, 
ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


CLUB SWINGER 


SWINGING GIRLS, 
COUPLES, 
GUYS & BI'S 
IN YOUR AREA 
WHO WANT TO MEET YOU 
NOW 
PLUS PHONE NUMBERS. 
AND ADDRESSES. 


CALL NOW 
1-618-874-1000 


P.O. BOX 525A, 
ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


SHERR'S |L VE 


‘our mailing list. 
Send $2 Postage 
& Handling to 
GOURMET OFFER 
P.O. Box 39 
Hollywood, Ca. 90028 


on aah Panty. 
ist Lae and me. 


zt 919-664-0609 


7 days Maste Visa only 24 hous 


ROCKY 


MOUNTAIN 


GIRLS 


LEARN HOW 

to become an 
X-Rated Star 
Overweight, glasses OI 
Call Darlene Dawnp 


We love to do it all and show 
it all. Alone, or together, 

welll "Get It On” for you. 

All in full EATABLE Color. 
Send $2 for a Juicy sample. 

$11 for a full Color set. 

LC.D., P.O, Box 330031 (A)7 
Northglenn, CO 80233 


Continuous Action Stimulants 


WICKED VICKIE 


Telephone Dominantrix 


= 


Major Credit Cards. All fetishes fulfilled, 


(212) 730-7120 


J npwewaZane” 


CAUTION: Pregnant women, 
persons over 65 and individ 
uals with high blood pressure, 
heart disease, diabetes or 
thyroid disease should use 
only as directed by a 
physician. Use only as: 
directed. This otter 
void where 
prohibited 


12 


Fast Delivery! 
‘Most orders shipped same day; always 
Within 24 hours, Satisfaction guaranteed! 
Ordering Is Easy! 
Simply callin your order. All orders C.0.0. 
‘only via UPS (Cash On Delivery— 
pay UPS when your order is delivered) 
Order Now! 
Jars of 100—$19.95 plus 
handling. 
Jars of 1,000—$125.00 
including shipping. 
Call Toll-Free! 


1-800-382-3182 


In Ohio— 
1-419-698-2565 


A division ot Etlo Corporation 
® 1984, Ello Corporation 


WIN THE BATTLE AGAINST © 


Stay alert for that long drive 
home. Beat back that tired, 
drowsy feeling during study or 
when you have to keep going. La 
Perk up a dreary day in the house 
or at work with the most effective combinations of body stimulants and 
mental alertness aids available without a prescription! Absolute top quality! 
All popular sizes and strengths! 


Sample Amphetrazine™ 
for just 


One per custorner. Pre-paid 
only. 


Brant Pharmacal 
4937 Woodville Road 
Northwood, Ohio 43619 


Wlistress| 
é Helga |; 


Call Me- I'll give you 
all the PUNISHMENT 
you DESERVE! 


(818) 
760-8171 


A FANTASTIC 
FANTASY CONNECTION! 


A creative sexy 
girl of your dreams, 
will call you backé 
immediately for a’ 
romantic experience 
of anything your 
HARD desires. 


©) 


MC/VISA 


in your life! 


Puta little 


Discreet and Sensual! 

Call with any phone request, 
someone hot and sexy will 
immediately return your 

call — TOLL FREE! 


case oe Fi dae 


ENJOY THE 
DECADENCE 
OF DIFFERENT 


Satisfy 
Your Kinky 
Desires, Your 


5 Passionate 
5 Pleasures, 
Your Wildest 
") Secret Horny Drea 
¥ | Guerantee To Fulfill Them All 
°) We're At Your Service Anytime. 
lUse A Major Credit Card Or Pre-Pay (6 calls for 
$100) To: MTERCO, P.O. Box 35122, LA, CA 90035. 
5 DWE ak ODD 


YOU WANT IT 
Just Call ANNIE 
818/994-6991 


DIRTY 
TALKING 
GIRLS. 


oy, (AI) PUG: De 


“Once you've cfilled us 
you'll keep 


The One Others 
Attempt to Copy 


(even use our name) 


© Over 20 switchboard 
operators waiting to 
connect you with 
Over 200 sexy 
fantasy women 
All over the U.S.A. 
and Canada 
7 days, 24 hours 


MASTERCARD & VISA 


313-543-8500 


212-307-5570 
2ahrs. 


MC/ VISA 


=ERWET JUICY HARDCORE 


Full Insertion & Full Climax 9, 
At TOTAL Discount Prices! ate fee 


GUARANTEE! 


We guarantee everything 
in this ad. Every film, 
magazine and video tape 
is brand new, all color, 

Sy full length, completely 
[eeJ uncensored hardcore 
showing full view, 
full imsertion sex with 
wet climax or... 


Bargain Prices On 
Hard-To-Get Hardcore 
Titles Like These 
Specializing In Unusual 
Sex! Each Magazine Is 


Full Size, YOUR MONEY BACK, 
Piss No Questions Asked! 
Regular $15 

Cover 
Prices!! Of Full Hardcore Erotica 


With Every Order!! 
41 ee 


|_ _jeaney 


Each Cassette Contains Up To Six Sizzling Sex Stories! 
1. Swedish Erotica Superstars 3. (NN Series 
2. Vanessa Del Rio Collection 4. Bizarre Sex Series 
$39.°° Ea.; Any 2:°34.°° Ea,; 3 Or More $29." Ea. 


] Each Hardcore Feature Comes On An 2.01 More $6." Ea, © 
Individual Cassette Running 60-90 Minutes! | 4 or More 85.°8 Ea, 


Young 
Pusey] 


sy 
Fuck 


3 for $10 
6 for $15 
12 for $20 


Fo ee eae 
Hi Video Collections: 11/121 13114 Send To, PRESTIGE CORP. © Dept. vue ¥ 
abba -dbetintt | Video Features: 3104 | Box 48900 * Los Angeles, CA 90048 ' 
ach Title Is A Separate L Enclose $ Check 1M.0 
200 Ft. Reel Containin | oe P 
“toe prtofies) Contain 1 | Enclose $9 Postage For Entire Order. 
1, Swedish Erotica #8 4. Anal Series #5 : \ 1 200Ft. Films:01 0203 04 (Abs: S=saae eG oe 
2. MN Series #6 5. Collection #45 zi TFinm:OR8Ciss — viDEO:ivHs era! ““*"*** ——— I 
8. Blowjob Closeups 6, Bizarre Series #2. _A”Y 2°12." Ea. | 4g Hour Rush Service—Add $2 Extra| Stat te] | 
~ SSC 212 te se a ee ss 


FUCK ME <= 
ANYPLACE 
ANYTIME 


I've got the 
wildest 
imagination 
of any 

phone sex gal. 


AVA (212) 582-8181 


Master Card | Visa 7 days—24 hrs. 


She will fulfill all 
your fetishes and 
fantasies on the telephone 


MISTRESS MORGAN 
(212) 582-8181 
24 hrs. MASTER or VISA only 


LINE 
(714) 261-1144 


ECSTACY 


Mc + 24HRS. - VISA 


In the middle of the night, when 


7 


there’s no one else. call me, 


Cindy’s 
Phon 
Sex | 


as 


450-1395 


Ray) 
AAAAAAZ 


ii To Hear MeTALK SEXY? 


» Asad» 


USTLER HG P FREESAMPLE._ | 
SHAYLA 
(415) 976-1616 (415) 976-8969 eo emi S054 gon Tit A06 


(916) 976-1616 


1B yeors or older to call. You pay 55¢ in some orea code, Additional 
‘ol chorges may ore code. 


(aia) us 7 
24H 


“li, Tin Konen. 
T love all kinds off sex. My tight young pussy is warn, 
wet aud waiting for Your Stijty throbbing cock.” 


Candy Samples, the '“48-EE Queen of Sex” has got 
the BIGGEST, FIRMEST, MOST SUCCULENT 
knockers in creation! In this cock-stiffening showcase 
video you'll see Candy do her famous ‘sweet-throat” 
blowjob, her 48" melon-massage, and a super-hot tit- 
fucking that makes her boyfriend gush jism all over 
her monumental mammaries! Don’t miss it! 1 Hour 


Tape #FVM-33 


4, TOTAL PURCHASES. . 
2. Calif. residents add 6% s. 


tax. 


4.For Rush Priority (Air Mail, U.P.S.), a 
5. TOTAL ENCLOSED (Or Ci 


| 


CO VHS (] BETA 
CANDY'S BEDTIME STORY #AFVM-33 only $29.95! 
LITTLE ORAL ANNIE #AFVM-13 only $29.95! 
MASQUERADE #AFYM-7 — only $29.95! 
SUPER SPECIAL: ALL 3 VIDEOS #AFVM-40 only $59.95! 


3.Postage, handling, guaranteed delivery insuranc: 


“Little Oral Annie” is famous for one thing:INCRED- 
IBLE DEEP-THROAT COCK-SUCKING! When you 
see Annie swallow her lover's huge, fat tool RIGHT 
DOWN TO THE NUTS AGAIN AND AGAIN, you 
won't believe your eyes! Order now, and see why 
they call her “The Crown Princess of Cocksucking!”” 


1 Hour Tape #FVM-13 


PLEASE SPECIFY: 


dd $1.50 


24S, A DAY.7 DAYS A WEEK MASTERCARD OR VISA ONLY! 


BUY ANY 2 AND GET ONE ABSOLUTELY 
FREE!!! That's right! You get 3 ROCK-HARD 
ADULT VIDEOS for less than you'd normally 
pay for just one! ORDER NOW, and we'll also 
include our FULL COLOR CATALOG of videos, 
mags, films, and adult toys! HURR iti 
are limited! 


Pound-for-pound, petite (98 Ib.) LONI SANDERS is 
the HOTTEST piece of ass in sex films! She absolute- 
ly LOVES to have hot sperm squirt on her face! In 
this video she teams up with superstar BRIDGET 
MONET and her boyfriend for a CUM-SOAKED 3- 
WAY sex encounter that'll knock your eyes out! 1 


HOUR TAPE #FVM-7 


DER BY PHONE 


be | 


(818)365-4593 
LI 


on ogg 
‘ 


‘WORT BF MiniwuM OF 0 VEARE OLB 
Signature. = Age 
ee 
Adress Ant 

City State Tp 


DIVERSE INDUSTRIES, INC. DEPT. D-9 
7651 Haskell Ave., Van Nuys, Calif, 81406 


sescesecsconl 


PAUL McCARTNEY 
(continued from page 58) 


of consideration. Paul and Linda would 
go up to Liverpool to stay with them, but 
Linda would act like she owned the 
house. Paul had boughtit, it was true. But 
Linda would throw the windows open 
when his dad was suffering from arthritis, 
sitting huddled up in a blanket near the 
fire to keep warm. 

When we were touring Britain, we used 
to stop off at petrol stations for fuel. 
Linda and Heather used to steal a few 
sweets. | suppose the danger turned her 
on. She getting something for noth- 
ing. She was stopped once for shoplifting 
in New York. It must have been the thrill. 

The basis of her power with Paul comes 
from the fact that Paul's mother died 
when he was 14, and he has a mother 
complex. He enjoys Big Mama Linda 
running the show, 

Paul's the music, and Linda and her 
family do the rest. The Easumans invest 
Paul's money; so there is more and more 
of it. Linda has never had an idea of her 
own. 

Denny used to say to me, “First I hear 
something from Paul. Then I hear the 
same thing from Linda two or three days 
later.” We could always tell which of them 
had sent the cards from trips abroad 
or Christmas presents when that came 


round. Linda would address them to 
Denny Laine. Paul sent them to Denny 
Laine and family. 

Those little things are so infuriating. 
One year Denny and I got pots of home- 
made jam for Christmas-the same as all 
the people who worked in the McCartney 
office. Our two children have yet to re- 
ceive a present from them. 

When Denny and I got married, Linda 
bought us a pair of sheets. I wondered 
how she managed it. One year she gave 
Denny a terry-cloth dressing gown for his 
birthday. 

Then another year a Steinway grand 
piano arrived from Paul. Denny was 
thrilled to death. We loved it, but I knew 
he was trying to get around Denny. And it 
worked. 

When we were doing “Wings Over 
America”=I had gone along on that occa- 
sion-I invited all my family to come to the 
show in Boston. About 70 of them turned 
up. They were all so excited at the thought 
of meeting Paul and Linda. 

Guess what those bastards did? They 
refused to come out of their dressing 
rooms. Only my father got to meet them 
because he shoved his way into their 
quarters. They vanished out the back 
door. Of course, we were often expected 
to go up to Liverpool with them to see 
Paul's relations. We were even sum- 
moned to the family parties at New Year. 


CALL ME NOW! 


My friends and I are waiting for your call. We're hot, 
young, beautiful and experienced in phone sex. 
We're wet, wild and ready to cum with you. 


MAJOR CREDIT CARDS ACCEPTE! 


130 


After a few little strokes like this it was 
hardly surprising that relations between 
myself and Linda deteriorated. 

The trailer we used was another source 
of conflict. After a few years Linda decid- 
ed it spoiled the view on the farm, and 
Denny had to go all the way from London 
to Scotland to move it. They drove past 
him and made no offer to help. 

By this time we'd bought our lovely 
house at Pooh Corner in Laleham, near 
Shepperton Studios. I was much happier 
there with Heidi and Laine than on the 
farm in Scotland. So I stayed down in the 
south a lot of the time and let Denny go 
up to Scotland alone to rehearse. One 
time Denny begged and pleaded with me 
to come up for a few weeks. 

I'd been there three days and spent a 
pleasant evening fooling around in the 
music room with Paul and Denny. The 
following morning Aleister Crowley, 
their business manager, delivered a mes- 
sage asking Sharon Harley, the drum- 
mer’s wife, and myself to remove our- 
selves from the farm. 

He said there was going to be some 
filming, and Paul and Linda wanted us all 
out of the way. Linda was frightened that 
I might get myself into the film, but she 
was wrong. I had no desire to do so. Nor- 
mally, we'd all clear off to the beach. 

This time it was made quite clear that 
the beach was not far enough. And I'd 
only come at Denny's special request. 
The insult was just too much, I left, tell- 
ing Denny he had made his choice. I also 
told him it would be along time before he 
saw me again. When I got back to Shep- 
perton, I packed all our bags and left for 
the States with Heidi and Laine. 

I just couldn't bear watching the way 
the McCartneys were manipulating 
Denny. He was writing some brilliant 
songs. They needed him... . but not me. 
They were quite ruthl I was a threat 
because I kept saying, “Get your deal 
with Paul down on paper.” 

Four months later we decided to get 
married. 


ee 

My husband, Denny Laine, left Wings 
and Paul McCartney over two simple is- 
sues: money and status, Paul and Denny 
had made several hit records together, 
but Denny was getting little credit for the 
songs he wrote and far from sufficient 
money. So he walked out in the middle of 
recording the Tug of War album. He had 
already written half the song “Ebony and 
Ivory,” which later became a hit. Sudden- 
ly, one day he'd just had enough. 

At the time he said to the press, “I am 
leaving because Paul does not want to 
tour now that John Lennon has been as- 
sassinated.” But I know that was far from 
the truth. 

When Denny first began working for 
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Paul McCartney, he got paid 70 pounds a 
week. He had been a guitarist with the 
Moody Blues before. But that was all he 
earned for five years. When we were first 
together, we couldn't afford anywhere 
decent to live at all. We seemed to spend 
our lives in a series of trailers. 

Then Denny and Paul wrote the hit sin- 
gle “Mull of Kintyre.” Denny wrote most 
of it, he told me. It lasted for 16 weeks at 
No. 1. He also wrote “Little Lamb,” 
“Dragonfly,” “Children Children,” “Weep 
for Love” and many others. 

Paul promised Denny 2% of the gross. 
He never got it. Paul always refused to 
write anything down on paper. He would 
say to Denny, “Trust me, man.” Denny 
did get some large sums of money, but al- 
ways much less than had been promised. 

Denny went on believing Paul, and 
look where it got him. He has had to leave 
the country because he owes the tax man 
so much money. He is living in Spain. 
Paul promised to pay his taxes. But when 
the tax man started calling, Paul didn't 
want to know, 

Every time there was a discussion 
about money, Paul would say, “I don't 
know anything about business. Talk to 
Lee Eastman.” Then Eastman, Linda's 
father, would play ducks and drakes with 
Denny for days until Denny finally gave 
up exhausted. 

Our house at Laleham came with a 
large mortgage. The press has always 
called Denny a millionaire. What a joke. 
All we have is millions of bills. When 
Denny and I got divorced a couple of 
years ago, there was no money left at all. 
The mortgage hadn't been paid for eight 
months, and I had to sell the house. 

Nor is there any money coming in. Paul 
insisted on keeping all the publishing 
rights, and he got Denny to sign every- 
thing else away. 

I just know Denny was well and truly 
ripped off. It made him so sick in the end, 
and it broke up our marriage. I had been 
telling Denny he was getting a raw deal 
from the McCartneys. Other musicians 
kept telling him that Paul was treating 
him badly. But it took a long time for him 
to realize we were right. 

The other musicians who played in 
Wings with Paul fared no better, though 
they had the sense to leave before they 
got badly abused. Jimmy McCulloch 
from Stone the Crows was brought into 
Wings by Denny. He was with the band a 
couple of years, and he lived with a girl- 
friend of mine. She had to leave him in 
the end because he was drinking so much 
due to the way Paul and Linda treated 
him. 

He said to me one day, “It’s like being 
back at school here. You just have to do 
what you are told.” Jimmy had a row with 
Paul about Linda, who was still learning 


to play, and he quit. The whole business 
made him very depressed. Not long after, 
he was found dead in his flat in Maida 
Vale from morphine poisoning. 

Being associated with Wings in any 
shape or form was a prescription for di 
aster. Marriages broke up. People had 
nervous breakdowns. The McCartneys 
went on oblivious. 

‘Two days before they were due to fly 
out to Lagos, Nigeria, Denny Seiwell told 
Linda he couldn’t go with them. Linda 
told him, “How dare you do this to me?” 

I was in the room when Denny said, 
“Well, look, man-I just can’t work this 
way any longer, and that’s it!” 

He told me, “I am stifled as a mus 
cian.” He could sense it was a total waste 
of time being with Wings-if he intended 
to make money out of it. 

The next to go was Henry McCul- 
lough, lead guitarist. He'd had enough of 
babying Linda as she learned to play the 
keyboards. He said being in Scouand all 
the time was wrecking his marriage. He 
left and plays with Kokomo now. 

Joe English was a replacement drum- 
mer, After being with Paul McCartney 
and Wings for a while, he said he had to 
go back to Georgia to see his mother. He 
never came back, and the last I heard of 
him, he had become a born-again Chris- 
tian, hot-gospeling in his suit. 

It was Denny who helped Paul with all 
the musicians, Paul and Linda lead such a 
rarified existence these days, they would 
never meet musicians who were out of a 
group. Moreover, Paul was always cagey 
about asking someone to join the band, 

Steve Harley was next. He was from 
around Laleham. Denny knew him when 
he'd been the drummer with Kiki Dee 
and Elton John. He left Elton to join 
Wings: fool! 

Lawrence Jublet was playing lead gui- 
tar, and Steve was playing drums. They 
made Lawrence feel awkward—Paul was 
feeling too paranoid and insecure to put 
him in the band publicly; so he left, but 
not before he and his wife got divorced. 

Steve Harley's first taste of how ruth- 
less the McCartneys could be came after 
he had just bought an expensive house. 
That was when he discovered he wasn’t 
getting paid for the Japanese tour. And 
Steve had given up a gig with Elton John. 
He was as sick as a parrot. Steve played 
for the tour of Britain, then quit. He 
didn’t leave early enough to save his mar- 
riage. He and his wife are now 
separated. 

Over the years, I spoke to them all. 
Without a single exception they left be- 
cause the McCartneys treated them as 
subhuman, not worthy of consideration. 
Nor did any of them get any worthwhile 
sums of money from Paul even though 
they wrote songs and contributed musi- 
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cally to Wings’ succes: 

Paul was very cunning with Denny. 
Subtly he used to put him down. He'd 
say, “If you leave, man, you'll be nothing. 
You can’t write a line of music on your 
own. You need my name.” And Denny 
believed him. Of course, after the success 
of “Mull of Kintyre,” Paul indulged him. 
If they were touring, it was the best ho- 
tels, big limousines, the best champagne. 
It’s like a drug habit. The more you get, 
the more you need. Denny was addicted 
to fame and high living. 

Linda, of course, always encouraged 
Denny to go off with other girls when I 
wasn’t on the scene. She didn’t want to 
know about our “love” deal. When I was 
7% months’ pregnant with our daughter, 
Heidi, off they went to Nashville. 
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I was too pregnant to go. The rest of 
the band couldn’t afford to take their 
wives. When they got back, I saw photo- 
graphs of Denny and the others with 
some groupies. Normally I wouldn’t have 
been bothered. But I suddenly found I 
had an infection. I went berserk. Linda 
thought the photographs were funny. 
Geoff Brittain was the drummer at 
Nashville. He had a heavy affair while he 
was away. And that was the end of his 
marriage too. 

The Eastmans pulled their worst stroke 
when my father was dying in Boston. I'd 
gone home to be with him. It all dragged 
on much longer than anyone could have 
expected. I ran out of money. Now, 
whenever we'd previously been in the 
States and needed money, we called the 
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Eastman office in New York. The money 
would be telexed anywhere in America 
within four hours. This particular time 
Denny was in the recording studio in 
London with Paul and Linda. 

He said before I left for Boston, “If 
you need money, just ring Lee Eastman.” 
Can you believe it? The office said no. I 
asked to speak to Lee. He refused to 
come to the phone. I was only asking fora 
thousand dollars. I had to draw money.on 
my American Express card. I was furious. 
I sat down and wrote him a letter telling 
him what I thought of the McCartneys 
and the Eastmans. Linda then told Denny 
she never wanted to see me again. The 
feeling was mutual 

My father’s death affected me pro- 
foundly. I seemed to see everything in a 
depressing light. We were so close, it 
tipped the balance of my mind right over, 
and accidentally I drank too much while 
ng Valium. I collapsed and was taken 
to a hospital. I was ina coma for three or 
four days. 

Denny was with me when I got home 
from the hospital and helped to bring me 
back to the reality of the children and my 
own life. I was just beginning to get bet- 
ter when a call came from Paul. Denny 
said, “We're all going to Monserrat in the 
West Indies. Apparently they pay less tax 
if they record ona boat.” I cheered right 
up at the thought of a holiday in the Ca- 
ribbean. My hopes were dashed to smith- 
ereens within a week. The gracious Linda 
decided they might get bad press if I 
there-just out of the hospital from an 
OD. 

So at the time when I needed Denny 
the most, they decided not to take me. 
Yet the houses in Monserrat that musi- 
cians stay in are pretty secluded. I need 
never have seen Paul or Linda. The r 
son for Linda’s total hostility was because 
I had released a record of my own the 
year previous, She became totally antago- 
nistic after that. 

I wasn’t the only one to get Linda's 
hostility. Angie, the lady Paul’s father 
married, caught plenty of it too. She 
came up to me after a gig at Fulham once 
to say how awful Linda had been since 
the old man died, Paul had given his fa- 
ther a little house in the country with 
rocks in the driveway and diamond- 
shaped leaded windows. I don’t know 
what happened about the house, but I 
know Paul somehow got it back. 

Angie told me Linda was always trying 
to manipulate her too. She was quite bit- 
ter. She said, “One fine day something 
terrible will happen to Linda to pay her 
back for all the trouble she’s caused other 
people. 

But the McCartneys survived Denny's 
quitting. With their money they can al- 
ways pay out a million to make sure their 
records sell. qs 
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